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MUSE IN GOOD HUMOUR: _ 
Gs 

c O TALES. 2 
Tas CONFESSION. ; 
4 TALK. "= 


9701 RAMBLE, a rake of true catholic hope, 
Who rely'd on rte „ La — 3 
the Pope, . . 
Having been to the fair a little too true, 
And borrow'd from God, to give woman her ds, 
With a quality of contritiom one morning was ta- 
ö 5 
0 And conſcience declaring *rwas In time to 
_ reckon) 
His fteps to a. convent the gallant addreſs'd, 
To pour his tranſgreſſions in Dommick's breaſt 3 | 
ile rent his lac'd ruffles, diſgrac'd his toupe, 
He broke his cutteau, and he fell on-his knee ; : 
Vol. II. "1" « O father, 
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. Tor CONFESSION. 


4 © father, Joſt reſt to a gane een 
4 [Theſe pieces are many, my treſpaſſes more.” 
Thus ſaying, a purſe from his pocket he loos'd; 
Which, ey'd by the Friar, this anſwer produc 4: 
Son, truft our good mother, ſhell ever confer 
Indulgence on theſe oho re indulgent to her. 
Let indigent wretches be ſcar'd for their ſouls ; 4 
The church has remiſſion — whilſt you have Piſtols 4 
The gate of her mercy to all is unbarr'd ; 
To all J word mean, who come duly prepar'd. 
« A ſhepherdeſs, harmleſs and young, I betray'd ; 
cc J found her, ah! wou'd I had left her, a maid! 
« Untaught as the lambs, which ſhe watch'd on 
c the common, 
« Allur'd by this purſe, I made her a woman. 
« This bought the t this bought the de- 
Ee. nents | 
Take, take, holy father, the fiend from my fight.” 
The father obey” d, and took charge of the booty: 
Obedience, you know, was a branch of his duty ; 1 
So was poverty too, yet, aurum accepit : 5 
Wp ſure you dom t think his intent was to keep it! 
But (leſt a bad tale by its length be made worſe). 
1 The Friar well weighing the caſe — of the purſe : - 
I find nat (faith he) any cauſe for alarm; : 
; Nu inſtructed the ignorant; where was the harm? | 
The charms of a widow my ſoul did ſurprize; 
Her grief was unequal'd, and fo. were her eyes. 
e Noſecogd enjoyment ſhe'd ſworn to allow] m 


4 1 d off her tears, and oh ! cancel 'd her vow.” . 
Mer 


* 
> 


. 
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Tax CONFESSION. 
Meer charity, ſon, had oblig'd you to this ; 
Yo comfort the widow was ſure not amiſs, 


« An Huguenot's conſort fell next in my ſnare, 


« By force I ſubdu'd the untractable fair: 
« Her huſband intruded, he fell in the ſtrife : 


cc ſtripp'd her of honour, and him of his life.“ 
Piſb, let not ſuch trifles your mind incommode 


To take from an Heretick's giving to God. 


« To a beautiful Nun, I my flame did reveal, 


c“ She open'd her heart, and ſhe open d her cell, 
ec She open'd ———— O heavens !=— 

Damnation and Bell! | 
Mark, mark it in black, O ye facred ricendars + 
What, he with a Nun, and not be in orders? 
That one deadly . 2 n exceeds all the ſæven, * 


Tis robbing the church, and that's robbing of heavy * 
*Tes that damnable error which can't be forgiu'n. 


Mer vigil, nor off ring can atone for your evil ; 


r 
W 


Down, down to perdition ; down, down to the devil. 
Away crept the gallant; away crept the Monk * * 
This ſneak'd to his porridge, and that to his punk. 


* Alluding to the ſeven deadly fins in the Popiſh Liturgy. 
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Tur BOTTLE-SCREW. 


. oy A TALE. 
By Mt. AMHURST. 


| H E Patten, Fan, and Petticoat, 
1 Three modern themes of ſpecial N 
In parlous rhimes immortal live, 

If rhimes immortal life can give; 

The Mouſe- Trap, in fonorous lays, 

Tranſmits thro ages Tafhy's praile ; 
While till unſung in pompous ſtrains, 
Oh! ſhame! the Borthe-Screw remains 

I be Bottle-Screw, whoſe worth, whoſe uſe, 

All men confeſs, that love the juice. 

Forgotten ſleeps the man, to whom 

We owe th' invention; on his tomb, 

No public honours grace his name, 
1 | No pious bard records his fame; 
1 "Elate with pride and joy I ſee 
= '-— hs deathleſs taſk referv'd for me. 
ee. Sap, gentle muſe, in living ſong, 
1 WMhence firſt this uſeful engine ſprung, ' 
And thou, who (if report ſpeak true) 
1 * pocket always bear'ſt thy Screw, 

Accept, DELANE, in youthful lays, 

The homage which the poet pays. 


rn 
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Once 
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| Tux BOTTLE. SCREW. * 

Once on a time, of mortal men, | 
(No matter where, no matter when) 
There liv'd a jolly country vicar, 
Who lov'd the church and eke his liquor; 
What was his name, I do not read | | 
In Baker, Hollinſbead, or Speed, 
But thro” the progreſs of our poem, 
By name of Roger you muſt know him. 
Some little faults this" Roger had, 
But of the dead; mum ! nothing bad; 
As that he rarely paid his debts, 
And others which the muſe forgets ; 
Our buſineſs tis his faults to hide, 
And only ſhew his better ſide. 
All writers in this point agree 
That he was joviſant and free, 
A merry wight! and, after maſs, . 
Would ſmoke his pipe, and drink his glass Sr. 
Oft fond of mirth and converſation, 
Or preſs'd by courteous invitation, 
To neighb'ning farmers he'd repair, 
And ſpend a winter ev'ning there ; 
Sometimes of grizly ſprights would talk, 
That in white ſheets at midnight walk, 
Till all the liſt'ning children groan, ' 
And dare not go to bed alone; 
Sometimes would on the muſic play, 
Or Putt, to paſs the time away; 
Sometimes to raviſh'd clowns would PR | 


Mouthfuls of Latin, and of Greek, © 
| 1 . 


n. BOTTLE-SCREW: 


* 


His logick ſbew and claſſick knowledge, | 
And tell of metry. freaks at college; 
Play with the louts at Chri/lmas games, 


And in their abſence — with their dames. 3 i 


For wary Clerks learn all theſe arts 


To gain eſteem, and conquer hearts. 


\ 


It chanc'd, as old traditions fay, 
That on a certain holiday, 
The Squire, deſigning to carouze, 
Some friends invited to his houſe; 
Among the reſt, as was moſt fitting, 
To ſanctify the merry meeting, 
The Parſon, if we credit fame, 
Was ſent for, and preciſely came. 

Supper now waited on the board, 


The gueſts ſtand round, and at the word, 


Sir Roger, with a ſolemn face, 

Held forth his hat, and ton'd a grace; 
He faid, and hemming thrice aloud, 
Sat down, and venerably bow d. 

Plain, not luxurious, was the feaſt, 
But what a gen *rous heart confeſs'd ; 
Firſt, on the diſh ſublimely rear'd, 

The famous Brit1fh loin appear'd, 2 
Whoſe worth our loftieſt praiſe deſerves, 
Great builder of the warrior's nerves ! 
Two turkies next the footman bore, 
Which lately gobbled at the door ! 

But oh !- how very ſhort their ſpan ! 
Unhappy fowls ! the food of. man! 


— 
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The careful matron, from whoſe hand 
To peck the grain they wont to ftand, | 
From weeping ſcarcely could refrain, 
To ſee her pretty poultry ſlain. . 
The feaſt a diſh. of wild-fowl crown d, 
Which: on the neighb'ring woody ground, | 
The Squire himſelf had lately kilPd, 
A ſportſman, moſt exactly ſkill d 
Full oft, unerring from afar, 
Forth trudg'd he to the ſylvan war, 
In ſearch of foes, with ruthleſs mind, 
Dreaded by all the feather'd kind, 
For let em that way fly or this, 
Seldom the Squire was known to mils. 
Thus far premis'd, *tis now high time 

Fo check our long-digrefling rhime, - 
The taſk intended to purſue, 
And of our tale reſume the clue; 
Wherefore the ſupper now was over, 
And Thomas brought up the October; 
The hoary bottle ſeem'd to tell, 
That all within was ripe and well; 
When, ſtudious to extract the cork, 
Sir Roger ſet his teeth to work; 
This way and that the cork he ply'd, 
And wrench'd in vain from ſide to ſide; 
In vain his ivory grinders ſtrain'd, 
For ſtill unmov'd the cork remairr'd ; 
And as a chieftain ſtout in fight 

Exerts his utmoſt warlike might, 
| B 4 „ 
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Loth to deſert his deſtin'd poſt, 

And fee his raviſh'd honours loſt, 

So did the cork maintain the field, 

And ſcorn'd to human force to yield; 

Still kept the feat, each ſhock repreſs'd, 

Which in the cellar it poſſeſs' d. 

At length, enrag'd with foul defeat, 

The Levite burn'd with fiercer heat, 

And grown by thirſt more valiant far, 

He meditates a ſecond War; 

Firm on the ſpungy cork he plac'd 

His doubty thumb, and downward preſs'd;. 

The yielding woat'; - but oh] dire luck f 

Faſt in its place his on thumb ſtuck. 

Loudly the pleas'd ſpectators laugh'd, 

With pain and ſhame the Parſon chaf d; 

Long did he ſtrive, with adverſe fate, 

His captive thumb to extricate, 

Nor could his liberty regain, 

Till hammer broke the glaſſy chain; 

Leave to withdraw the Prieſt deſir'd, 

And bowing, ſullenly retir' d. | 
Homewards with flying ſteps he ſped, 

Smoak'd half a pipe, and went to bed, 

Where pond'ring for a while he lay 

On the miſcarriage of the day; 

At length the ſhades of ſleep ariſe, 

And gently ſeal his cloſing eyes 

Now, thro” the gloom of pitchy night, 

'There ſtood preſented to his ſight, . 
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Or tem to ſtand, the God of Wine, 
Known by his Thyrſus and his vine, | | 
Which cluſt ring round his ample head. - 
His broad impurpled cheeks o'erſpread ;. 
This hand a Cor4-Screw did contain, 
And that a bottle of Champaign; 
He fat majeſtick *croſs his tun, | 
And faid, « Hail ! deareft, rev'rend ſony. 
„ Whoſe bulky paunch and rofy face, 
« Proclaim thee of the toping race; 
« Behold in me thy darling god, 
At whoſe imperial, awful nod. 
« Immortal deities get drunk, 
« And lewdly rave for mortal punk, 
Four groſſer fleſh and blood put on, 
* And tread on ſolid nerves and bone, 
* Scorn their own thin, unbody'd dames, 
« And ſcorch in ſenſual human flames, 
4 For we, to give mankind their due, 
« Love a fid-bit, as well as you... 
« Laſt night (for we above, you know 
See all things that are done below) 
ce I faw thy conſcious ſhame and grief, 
« And come to miniſter relief ;. | 
« For lo! this crooked inſtrument. . 
« All future miſchief ſhall prevent.“ 1 
Thus, with a ſmile, kind Bacchus ſpoke, 
And in his hand the weapon took, 
He ſlipt it. o'er his finger-joint, 


* to the cork apply'd the point; 
B 5 Gently 
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Gendy he turn'd it round and round, 
Till in the midſt its ſpires were A 
Then, bending earthward low, betwixt 
His knees the bottle firmly fixt, | 
And, giving it a ſudden jerk, 


From its cloſe priſon wrench'd the cork : 


The wine now iſſu'd at command, 
When, with a bumper in his hand, 


4 Your health, Sir Roger,” quoth the god; 5 


Sir Roger gave a reverend nod, 

In a full brimmer pledg'd his gueſt, 
And gravely toaſted — to the be/2. 
They chat together, drink and fill, 


And like two ankle-weavers ſwill, 


Till both begin to hang the lip, 

See double, ſtare like pigs, and clip; 

Then hugging, take a parting glaſs, 

(But dream-aviſe: all this came to * 

His deity reel'd home to heav'n, 

And maſter Roger wak d at ſev'n. 

Up ftraight he got, in joyous haſte, 

And recollecting what had paſs'd, EO 
How with a god he ſpent the night, 


His heart exalted with delight; 


Each circumſtance, their talk, their wine, 
Prov'd his late viſiter divine, 


The thought of which celeſtial favour 


Gave a new turn to his behaviour, 


1 N * Wore off the gloom of laſt night's — 


0 * the new machins. 


- _ 
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But firſt, to his nocturnal gueſt, 

This ſhort petition he addreſs'd: 

« Thrice honour'd power whoſe drunken ar 

« The jovial ſons of earth obey, 

« Tf yet the racy fumes are fled, 

„Which ſeiz'd laſt night thy gracious head, 

6 "TRE hint, which then you kindly gave, 
« Accomplith, ard oblige your ſlave. 

For the great work my arm inſpire, 

« To bend aright the ſtubborn wire, 

To grind the edge, no eaſy thing, 

« And for the finger ſhape the ring; 

« So, yearly, at thy hallow'd e 

« F'll ſacrifice a tun of wine - 

He ſpoke, and, with his lifted eyes, 
Saw the god poſting from the ſkies, 

No to the mighty taſk he ſets. 

His hands, and o'er the anvil ſweats, 

Firlt puts the iron in the fire, 1 

And hammers out the glowing wire, 

Then tortures it in curls around, 

As tendrils on the vine are found; "+ 

Sharpens the bottom, rcunds the top, 

And, finifh'd, bears it from the ſhop; 
Well-pleas'd, a Bottle-Screw he names it, 

And facred to the god proclaims it. 

This curious engine, ſays the Prieſt, - 


= * 


Shall ſtretch my fame from Weſt to Eaſt; 

Me the fox-hunting, tipling Squire, 

And n Curse ſhall admire ;- 
B 15 
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And this fam'd Screw ſecures the door. 


Shall owe to me her reputation, 


* Sonnets he wrote, could fing and whiſtle well, 
Crack witty jokes, and merry ſtories tell; 
At wake and weddings always led the dance, 


Fe married, and (O-mournful to relate 1) 
Grew ea meer tyrant in the nuptial ſtate ; 
Aſſum'd daminion-o'er-bis trembling wife, 
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22: WARNING To YOUNG MARRIED MEN. 
Me ſhall the raking Templar praiſ qm 


And altars to my gory raiſe; - - 
When privately he treats his whore, 


By me ſhall Birmingham become, 
In future days, more fam'd. than Rome, 


And ſerve with Bottle-Screws the nation. 
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WARNING to young married MEN. 
FATAL WW 
By Mr. SM H UR S T. 


7HLOM, in Ken, there liv'd a jolly fwain, - 
” Young Colinet, the genius of the plain; 


And drew from every laſs the wiſhful glance; 
Courteous he was, and ſkilful to perſuade ; 
Soon to his, Jures he won the parſon's maid; 


And prov'd a very Iſband all his life; | 
No more, as once, he charm'd her liſt ning car, 


Curd her no * my * and my dean; 
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But daily, from his work returning home, 

With dreadful oaths and curſes ſhook the room; 

To ey'ry humble queſtion he'd reply, 

' You ſaucy bitch, G-d d--n you, what care I > 

No anſwer wou'd the frowning churl. afford,. 

But ſnapt the woman ſhort at ev ry word; 

When to the alehouſe, from his pipe and pot, 

She came to fetch the drunken midnight ſot; 

4 Out of the houſe,” he cry'd,, © h gone / aug 

And reeling, ſtammer'd in her ears, © obey /”? 

Then ſhook the crab-tree cudgel in his ALY 

The well-known enſign of his ſtern command. 
Tired at length with this vexatious courſe, 

And finding ev'ry day that it grew worſe, 

She vow'd, grown defp'rate, to revenge her wrong, 

And bear no longer what.ſhe bore ſo long; | 

To a briſk neigh'bring barber ſhe apply d; 

«. With all my heart,” the gallant barber cry'd: 

Now whilſt abroad the tyrant-bumpkin roams, 

With ſilent haſte the watchful lecher comes; 

Her welcome gueſt the injur'd wife receives, 

And for politer work her ſpinning leaves. ;; 

Up ſtairs ſhe leads him, fprings into his arms, 

And, fir'd with tranſport, opens all her charms.. 

« Now Ch, triumph now,” in ſcorn ſhe faid, 

« Proud of the honours that adorn thy head. 

Three times the pleaſing vengeance they repeat,. 

And with becoming horns the Brute compleat. 
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I N Ogfrdbire, Ft, oo os F 

I caw't tell whether true or no; 8 

But true or falſe, or new, or old, 

You have it juſt as I was told; 

There liv'd a ſwain of low degree, 

(Yet with contentment bleſt, and * 

In a ſmall cottage of his own, 

3 ; Some diſtance from the noiſy tomn IS... 

Baut ere I any farther go, 75a . 
Twill proper be to let you know, „„ 

Four cows his number were (I ween) / LY 

* That us'd to graze upon the green; 

But ſome ſly thief, as people ſay, 

In dead of night ſtole one away; 

Or elſe, by chance, ſhe went bros 

But ſtol'n or ſtray d, it matters none, 

*T'was plain to him his co. was gone. n 
Poor Callin went, reſolv'd with ſpeed,” _ "op 

To find her out, alive or dead. 9 8 

With that he travell'd, but in vain, z 55 

Thro! ev'ry paſture, field, and lanee. 
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O'er hedge and ditch his cow he ſought, _ 


Till to an orchard he was brought ; 
Where fruit, of moſt delicious taſte, 
The laden boughs alluring grac'd. 

Says Call", they're pleaſant to the ſight, 
But pleaſanter by far to bite; 
With that. (aſſur'd that none cou'd ſee) * 
He inſtantly climb'd-up the tree. 
Five minutes ſcarce had he been there, 
Before a parſon did appear, 
Attended by a comely laſs, 
Who. featly tripp'd it o'er the graſs ; 
And juſt beneath that ſelf-ſame tree, 
(Where Collin could both hear and lee) 7 
The parſon with the pretty maid 
Sat down together in the ſhade. 


« My baſhful muſe would here have done, 


- « But truth commands, ſhe muſt go on.” 
The parſon,---if I tell it muſt, Wen” 
Was fleſh and blood as well as us; 
A thouſand loving words expreſs Bk 
Her ſnowy boſom kiſs'd and preſs'd, 
Then laid his hand, —I ſay not where, 
Let Collin, not the muſe, declare; 
Crying, my love, what do I feel ! 
My dear, I muſt---ring love's firſt peal. 
Quoth ſhe, I know not what you mean, 
| And Pm afraid we ſhall be ſeen--- 
* Beſides---a man, Sir, of your cloth ! 
will bring a curſe upon us both! [ 


* 
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The cloth! faid he,---then let it go, 


There's not a prieſt but will do ſo. , 


With that he caught her i in his arms, 


8 And rifled all her blooming charms. , 


This peal being o'er with kiſſes ſweet, 
He did a ſecond peal repeat, | 
While Cu fat filent in the tree; 

Ye Gods! what ſights were there to ſee ! 
Such tickling, toying, kiſſing, preſſing, 
The pleaſures they were both poſlefling, 
Are paſt a mortal's tongue expreſſing... 
Then tir'd, awhile: they panting lie; 

Till ſome kind pow'rs new life ſupply ; 
His ſpirits quickly. roſe. agen, 
And then the parſon wou'd=--toll in. 
Their paſtime now being almoſt o'er, . 
The parfon he could ring no more; 

But faid, love, ſince our pleaſures done, 


3 ll ſee the place whence it begun: 


Thus ſaid, and riſing off the ground, 
He view'd her lovely preſon round; 
With ev'ry hidden charm beſide— 5 
Whilſt thus the damſel, ſmiling, cryd, 


Pray, Sir, ſince you ſo free have been, 


Inform me truly what you've ſeen. 
Seen, child! (he anſwer'd with a ſneer) 


Why I've ſeen all the world, my dear! 
Then, Sir, cries Collin, on the bough, 
Pray tell me if . ve ſeen my cow * 


* 
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ThE CAPTAIN Ax D SAILOR, 17 
The parſon ſtarted with ſurprize, 3 
And up the tree he caſt his eyes — e 
Then faintly cry'd, twixt hope and fear, ; | 
Pray, Sir, how long have you been there ? 
Says Cull', ſhou'd I the truth reveal, 
Iſe here 1 e you rung a peal. 
Come down, my friend, the parſon * 
And that the ſame may ne er be ſpread, 
This purſe of yellow ſhining ore 
Be thine—be ſure you fay no more. 
Gli” took the money, well content, 
Forgot his cow, and home he went. 
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Tux CAPTAIN AND SAILOR. 
mn TALE. | 


A S John, the ſailor, and his laſs, 

One morn were tripping o'er the graſs,” 
To gather Yhite-Thorn, as they u, 

It being on the firſt of May, 

They did a jolly captain meet, 

And courteouſly each other greet. 

Firſt, ohn the ſailor touch'd his hat, 

The captain bow'd, began to chat, 

Saying, John, pray how came this to paſs? 
Where pick'd you up this comely lafs, 


IF 
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18 Tur CAPTAIN and SAILOR. 
With roſy cheeks, and ſparkling eyes, 
Thoſe ſnowy, breaſts that fall and riſe, 
Tempting to ſome more ſecret bliſs? 
Oh! John, I muſt,--- muſt have a kiſs ; 
And you, whene'er you meet my dame, 
Shall welcome be to do the ſame. 
Now ſome days after, being fair, 
The captain walk'd to take the air; 
Led in his hand his comely bride, 
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| Which luckily young Johnny ſpy'd ; 
: And bowing ſaid, Sir, you know what, 
I hope you ha*n't your word forgot ? 
| No, John, (he anſwer d) by my life, 
4 "Tis your, turn now,---ſee here's my wife. 
i John ſmiling, cock'd his hat aſide, 
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And boldly kiſs'd the captain's bride, 
Crying, ye Gods ! I'd give a crown, 
Had he but laid my Nancy down. 
What then (quoth madam) would you do?! 
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4 Why,. we'd have had a tumble too. 
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T he CURATE's WIFE SERV. 
4 TAL. 


D O what you can, a woman ill 
(The proverb fays) muſt have her will, 
Or fraud or cunning will prevail, | 
Where kind entreaties ever fail. 
A country prieſt; of ſtudious life, 
Juſt turn'd of thirty, took a wife, 
The girl full nineteen years had tarry'd, 
Too long, alas ! before ſhe marry'd. 
The nuptial-day in mirth was ſpent, 
At early eve to bed they went; 
He look'd next morn' a little dull, 
She bluſh'd and ſimper'd like a fool: 
Hence Phyſiognomiſts could tell, 
That, ſo far, matters had gone well; 
And ev'ry day and ev'ry night, 
All, for a month, went pretty ri ight. 
From that time, matrons give report, 
Things ſeem'd a little out of fort; _ 
Whene'er, amongſt tea-table chat, 
Her neighbours talk of this and that, 
She brought it lily round about, 
Her ſpouſe's fo:be ſhould come out; 


What 
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What pretty woman could endure it, 
From ſuch a handſome, jolly curate ? 

To love her cloſe for e er, the preſt lm, : 

"And morning, noon, and night careſs'd him: 

He told her often twas in vain 

To teize, for kiſſing hurt the brain; 

Forbid to hug him like a leach, 

For if he kiſs'd, he could not preach. 

As ſome endearments would not do, 

Another way ſhe brought him to ; 

*Tis faid, the parſon could indite 

His ſermons beſt, at dead of night, 

And, when he us'd from ſleep to wake, 

Would give the fair a rouſing ſhake ; 
„Wife, I've a thought exceeding bright! 
« Riſe, preſently, and ſtrike a light.“ 

So faid, ſo done; whene'er he bid it, 
Obediently, ſhe roſe and did it; 

Lean'd at his pillow with the taper, 

While he committed pen to paper: 
Then both laid down; he took a e 
And thought again, in half an hour; 

Again, the fair unſeals her eyes, 

To pratify his whim and riſe. 

Did e' er before deſerving beauty, 

Contented, drudge at ſuch hard duty? 
One night he pull'd her by the arm, 

And gave the uſual rude alarm: 

dhe yawn'd and ſtretch'd, « Wake, wake, my dear,. 
(He cries!) why, ſure, you cannot hear ?” 


Tus MIDNIGHT STUDENT. 


She flings her arm acroſs his neck, 

And lays her lips upon his cheek 3 

Sighs deep: yet ſeems but half 42 8 | 
III pinch'd, and ſo conftrain'd to ſpeak, 

She mutters out, Excuſe me now; M 
© *Tis cold; you're quite unkind, I ow. 

Aloud he bawls ; « For half a crown, 

« J wou'dn't, child, but fit it down !”? 

« Lala!” (ſhe anſwers) and, with that, 

She taps his gentle cheek a pat, 

I wont, unleſs you'il—ſo and ſo.“ 

« So! how?” (he cries) ---- © Why, don't t yon 

know ?*--- 

4 Piſh? afterwards, perhaps 4 may. * 

© But t! - Pooh! huſſey, can't you ſtay z 

She cuddles nearer to his face, 

And warms the clod with an- embrace 

No longer, now, reſiſt he cou'd, | 

Tho' cold, he yet was fleſh and blood, 

| And, therefore, did---whate'er ſhe wou'd. 
She kept her word, the candle brought, 

But, then he had forgot his thought : 

He ſhakes his head ; proceeds to ſchooling, 

'« You ſee, my dove, what comes of fooling !”? 

She ſtops his progreſs, Ay, my dear; 

But next time, we'll take better care: 

_ © You ſhall reveal your thoughts to me, 

© And charge 'em to my memory ; 

I'll mind 'em, while we do that fame, 


Or elſe be bound to bear the blame,” 
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2. . VERSES on us DEATH. 
* Th In vain RY ply'd the female fox £14 SED: Log 
4 With reaſons ſtrongly orthodox; u 
= She prov'd, what acts of married life 
Mere orthodox in man and wife: 2 


The parſon in the ſtrife was foil'd, | 
And ſoon the dame was big with child, - >» 
This teaches neighbour, friend and brother, 
That one good turn deſerves another, 
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SWI T's VERSES on his own DEATH. 
OCCASIONED BY HIS READING THE fol- 
LOWING MAXIM IN Rochroucaurr. 
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60 * thing that doth not ai iſbleaſe s. 


A 8 Rouchfoucaul his maxims drow 
From nature, I believe em true: 


They argue no corrupted mind Pol : 
In him; the fault is in mankind. EE 
This maxim more than all the reſt 5 8 
Is thought too baſe for human breaſt: - 
« In all diſtreſſes of our friends 4 
We firſt conſult our private ends, 2% 
« While nature, kindly bent to eaſe 1 4 


« Points out ſome circumſtance to pleaſe us. 
2 If 
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If this perhaps your patience move, | 
Let reaſon and experience prove. 
We all behold, with envious eyes, 
Our equal rais'd above our fize ; 
Who wou'd not, at a crowded ſhow, * 
Stand high himſelf, keep others low ? 8 
I love my friend as well as you, 
But wou'd not have him ſtop my view; 
Then let me have the higher poſt ; 
I aſk but for an inch at moſt. 
If, in a battle you ſhould find, 
One, whom you love of all mankind, 
Had ſome heroick action done, 
A champion kill'd, or trophy won! 
Rather than thus be overtopt, 
Wou'd you not wiſh his laurels cropt ? 
Dear honeſt Ned is in the gout, 
Lies rack'd with pain, and you without: 
How patiently you hear him groan |! 
How glad the caſe is not your own | 
What poet would not grieve to ſee 
His brethren write as well as he ? 
But rather than they ſhould excel, 
He'd wiſh his rivals all in hell. 
Her end, when emulation miſſes, 
She turns to envy, ſtings, and hiſſes: 
The ſtrongeſt friendſhip yields to pride, 
Vnleſs the odds be on our fide. 
Vain human kind! fantaſtick race 
Thy various follies, who can trace? 


1 

1 

* 
* 


Self-love, 


7 * i; * 
* 
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Relf-love, ambition, envy, pride, 

Their empire in our hearts divide. 

Give others riches, power, and ftation, 

Tis all to me an uſurpation. 

I have no title to aſpire: 

Yet when you fink, I ſeem'the higher. 

In Pope, I cannot read a line, 

But, with a ſigh, I wiſh it mine: 

When he can in one couplet fix 

More ſenſe than I can do in fix, 

It gives me ſuch a jealous fit, 

.T cry, pox take him and his wit. 
Why muſt I be out-done by Gay, 

In my own hum?rous biting way!? 

 Arbuthnot is no more my friend, 

| Who dares to irony pretend; 

Which I was born to introduce, 
Refin'd it firſt, and ſhew'd its uſe, | 
St. John, as well as Pultney, knows 

That I had ſome repute for proſe ; 

And, till they drove me out of date, 
Could maul a miniſter of ſtate. 

If they have mortify'd my pride, 

And made me throw my pen aſide, 

If with ſuch talents heav'n hath bleſt ” 1 85 
Have I not reaſon to deteſt em? 

To all my foes, dear fortune, ſend 
Thy gifts, but never to my friend: 
I tamely can endure the firſt, 
But this with envy makes me burſt, 


Thus 


4 
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Thus much may ſerve by way of proem; 3 
Proceed we therefore to our poem. e 

The time is not remote, when . 1 7 
Muſt by the courſe of nature die ; 3. i 
When I foreſee my ſpecial friends, | #5 
Will try to find their private ends: 1 


i 


Tho' it is hardly underſtood, © Sake ( 5 
Which way my death can do think good; £ 


Yet thus, methinks, I hear them ſpeak : 

4 & See, how the dean begins to break ed 
“ Poor gentleman !_ he droops apace; FL 

« You plainly find it in his face. 

« That old vertigo in his head 

« Will never leave him, till he's dead. g 

« Beſides, his memory decays, ee 

« He recollects not what he fays : 

« He cannot call his friends to mind; = 

« Forgets the place, where laſt he din'd : 

« Plies you with ſtories o'er and ofer ; 1 

He told 'em fifty times before. 

« How dots he fancy we can ſit | 

« To hear his out-of-faſhion'd wit? 

_« But he takes up with younger folks, 

« Who, for his wine, will bear his jokes. 

Faith, he muſt make his ſtories ſhorter, 

« Or change his comrades once a quarter 3 

« In half the time, he talks them round; 

« There muſt another ſet be found. 

For poetry, he's paſt his prime, 

« He takes an hour to find a rhime ; 
You. FWW et. His» 1 
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& His Wu is but, his wit decay d, eee 
<« His fancy ſunk, his muſe a jade: 80 e 
I'd have him throw away his pen; ; tin EY 
c But there's no talking to ſome men.“ | 
And, then their tenderneſs appears, 
By adding largely to my Tears. .. 7 
„ He's, older than he would be Way 
« And well remembers Charles the Second. 
< He hardly drinks a pint of wine; 
« And that, I doubt, is no good ſign. 
6e His ſtomach too begins to fail: 
« Laſt year we thought him ftrong and hale; 
« But now he's quite another thing; 
& J wiſh he may hold out till ſpring.” 
Then hug themſelves, and reaſon thus: 
It is not yet ſo bad with us. 
In ſuch a caſe they talk in tropes, 
And by their fears expreſs their hopes. 
Some great misfortune to portend, 
No enemy can match a friend; 
With all the kindneſs they profeſs, 
The merit of a lucky. gueſs, 5 
(When daily howd'ye's come of courſe, 
And ſervants anſwer, © worſe and worle !”) 
Wou'd pleaſe em better, than to tell, 
That, God be prais'd, the Dean is well. 


Then he who propheſy d the beſt, 


Approves his foreſight to the reſt: 
« You know, I always fear d the worſt, 
And often told you lo at firſt,” 


He'd rather Fay Fo 1 ſhould 1 
Than his prediction prove a lie. pH 5 


Not one foretels, I ſhall recover; 05 „ 


But all agree to give me over. 


„ 


Fg * 
. 


. ſhould ſome neighbour feel a N * 2 : 8 fr | | 


Juſt in the parts where I complain; 5 
How many a meſi lage would he ſend? . 


Enquire what regimen. 1 kept; . 
What gave me eaſe, and how I ſlept? 


And more lament if I were dead. 
Than all the ſniv'lers round my bed. W 


My good companions, never fear, 3 


For though you may miſtake a year; 


Though your prognoſtics run too faſt, 

They muſt be verify'd at laſt. 
Behold the fatal day arrive! © 

« How is the Dean? <« He's juſt alive. 

« Now the departing pray'r is read: k 

« He hardly breathes. — The Dean i is dead. 
Before the paſſing- bell begun, 192 5 

The news thro? half the aa log run, 

« O: may we all for death prepare ! 


« What has he left? and who's his heir? - 


& I know no more, than what the news is; 

«Tis all bequeath'd to public uſes . 
To publick uſe! a perfect whim! © 

« © Whit had the publick done for him? _ 

« Mere. envy, avarice, and pride: 

« He gave it all — but firſt he dy'd. 


D - . 1 * 
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« And had the Dean, in all the 17 8 5 66 a1 
« No worthy friend, no poor relation | 2, Frame 
« So ready to do ſtrangers good. . 
« Forgetting his own fleſh and blood S ATT 
Now GrubAtreet wits are all 784 d; 
With elegies the town is cloy'd:' 
Some paragraph in ev'ry paper, TT 
To curſe the Dean, or ble fs the Dip er. Na 
The doctors, tender of their fame, | 
Wiſely on me lay all the blame. 
“ We muſt confeſs his caſe was nice; 3 
« But he would never take advice: 
Had he been rul'd, for aught appears, 
He might have liv'd theſe twenty years: ts 
i &« For, when we open'd him, we found _ 
That all his vital parts were ſound.” 
From Dublin ſoon to Londen ſpread, | 
Ti is told at court, the Dean is dead! 4 
Kind Lady Suffolk,* in the ſpleen, 
Runs laughing up to tell the Queen. _ hi 
The Queen, ſo gracious, - mild and . 1010 
Cries, © Is he Sone? tis tine he ſhou'd. hs e 


* Mrs. 1 3 3 of Suffalks * of * 
ded- chamber to the Queen, profeſſed much friendſhip for the Dean · 
»The Queen, then Princeſs, 'ſent a dozen times to the Dean, (then 
in London) with her commands to attend her; which at laſt he 
did, by advice of all his friends. She often ſent for him after- 
wards, and always treated him very graciouſly, He taxed her with 
a preſent worth ten pounds, which the * promiſed before he ſhould 
return to Ireland; 2 5 on his er g _—_ he medals were not 


Ein " 4 . $5 yy 6c He's 
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“ He's dead, you ſay; why let him rot; 15 
I'm glad the medals & were forgot. 3 * 
« I promis'd him, I own; but when? =} 
“J only was the Princeſs then; . | 
« But now, as conſort of the King, 3 
Fou know, tis quite a diff rent thing.“ : 
Now Chartres, at Sir Robert's 1 ..... 
Tells with a ſneer the tidings heavy: 
Why, is he dead without his ſhoes ? 

{Cries Bob) I'm forry for the news: 

O, were the wretch but living till, ; 
And in his place my good friend N! 
Or had a mitre on his head, a 
Provided Bolingbroke were dead ! _ 

Now Curl his ſhop from rubbiſh. ine: 
Three genuine tomes of Swi N's remains! 
And then to make them paſs the glibber, 
Revis'd by Tibballs, Moore, and Cibber. 
He'll treat me, as he does my betters, f 
Publiſh my will, my life, my letters; 35 
Revive the libels born to dim 
Which Pope muſt bear, as well as I. 
© Here ſnift the ſcene, to repreſent 
How thoſe I love, my death lament. .- 
Poor Pope will grieve a month ; and 9 
A week; and Arbuthnot a day. 

St. John himſelf will ſcarce forbear 
To bite his pen, and drop a tear. 


* The medals were to be ſent to the Dean | in four months, 
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1 


The reſt will give a ſhrug, and ech 5 5: 5 1 116 
“ Pm ſorry; but we all muſt die?“ 
Indiff*rence, clad in wiſdom's n e 
All fortitude of mind ſupplies : ole | 
For how can ſtony bowels melt, 
In thoſe,” who never pity felt? 
When we are laſht, they Kiſs the' rod, 
Reſigning to the will of God. 
The fools, my juniors by a year, | 
Are tortur'd with ſuſpence and fear ; 
Who wiſely thought my age a "rn ſp 
When death approach'd, to ſtand between; 3 
The ſcreen remov'd, their hearts are trembling: 


N mourn for me without diſſembling. 


My female friends, whoſe tender hearts 
Have better learn'd to act their parts, : 
Receive the news in doleful dumps 25 "nr 


The Dean is dead (pray what is trumps * 
% Then, Lord have mercy on his ſoul! 1 


My Lady Club would take it ill, 


(Ladies, I'll venture for the vole) 
« Six Deans, they fay, muſt bear the pall, 
« (I wiſh I knew what king to call.) 
« Madam, your huſband will attend 
« The fun'ral of ſo good a friend? 
« No, madam, *tis a ſhocking ſight ; 
« And he's engag'd to-morrow night ; "Þ 


& If he ſhould fail her at quadrill. 


He lov'd the Dean; (I led a heart) 


18 


« 1 oa deareft friends, 7 405 muſt hos. 1 
| « His 
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« His time was come, he ran his race; 
We hope he's in a better place. 

Why do we grieve, that friends ſhould die K 
No loſs more eaſy to ſupply. 

One year is paſt; a different ſcene 
No further mention of the Dean: 
Who now, alas ! no more is miſt, 
Than if he never did exiſt. 

Where's now this fav'rite of Apollo? 
Departed — And his works muſt fallow : 
Muſt undergo the common fate ; 

His kind of wit is out of date. 

Some country Squire to Lintot goes, 

Enquires for Swift in verſe and proſe. 

Says Lintot, „ have heard the name ; 

« He dy'd a year ago.” The ſame.” 

He ſearches all his ſhop in vain; | 

« Sir, you may find them in Duck Lane. 

« I ſent them with a load of books, | 
« Laſt Monday, to the paſtry-cooks. Tg 
« To fancy they could live a year! 1 

4 find you're but a ſtranger here. 

e The Dean was famous in his time, 

« And had a kind of knack at rhime: s 
« His way of writing now is paſt; | 
« The town has got a better taſte. 

c T keep no antiquated ſtuff, 5 

« But ſpick and ſpan I have enough. 

“Pray, do but give me leave to ſhew em: 

« Here's 2 Giber”s birth-day poem. 4 
| G4: « This 


i... 
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c This ode you never yet have ſeen, 

« By Stephen Duck upon the Queen. 

„ Then, here's a letter finely penn'd, 

« Apainſt the Craftſman and his friend : 
« It clearly ſhews, that all reflection * 
4 On miniſters is diſaffection. 

« Next, here's Sir Robert's vindication, 


« And Mr. Henley's laſt oration: 
« The hawkers have not got em yet: 


Tour honout, pleaſe to buy a ſet ?” 


Suppoſe me dead ; and then fu age 


A club aſſembled at the Roſe - 

Where, from diſcourſe of this and d that, 

I grow the ſubject of their chat: 
The Dean, if we believe report, 

« Was never ill receiv'd at court : 

« Altho' ironically grave, 


4 Sir, I have heard another ſtory; 


: « He was a moſt confounded tory ; 
„And grew, or he is much bely'd, 


« Extremely dull before he dy'd.” 

« Can we the Drapier e er forget? 
« Is not our nation in his debt? 
« *Twas he that writ the Drapier's letters!“ 


7 


« He ſhou'd have left them for his betters : 45 
« We had a hundred abler men, | 


« Nor need depend upon his Pen = 
4 850 what 1 wil about his Er 


4 He ſham'd the fool, and 6 the Knave. 8 
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Who, in his ſatires running riot 
cc Could never leave the world in quiet; 
« Attacking, when he took the whim, 
&« Court, city, camp; all one to him. 
e But, why wou'd he, except he ſſobber d, 
« Offend our patriot, great Sir Robert ? 
&« Whoſe councils aid the ſoy'reign pow'r _ 
« To ſave the nation ev'ry hour. 
« What ſcenes of evil he unravels, 
« In ſatires, libels, hing travels ! 
“Not ſparing his own clergy-cloth, . Hef, 
« But eats into it like a mtb? | . 

« Perhaps I may allow, the Dean 

« Had too much ſatire in his yeinz _ 
e And ſeem'd determin'd not to ftarve it, 
« Becauſe no age could more deſerve it. 
« Vice, if it eer dan be abaſh'd, _ 
« Muſt be or r:4:cuPd or laſh/d. 
« Tf you reſent it, who's to blame ? 
He neither knew you, nor your name. 
« Should vice expect to *ſcape rebuke, 
« Becauſe its owner is a Duke? 
« His friendſhips, till to few confin'd, 
« Were always of the middling kind : 
No fools of rank, a mongrel breed, 
« Who fain wou'd paſs for lords indeed, 
« Where titles give no right or power, 
« And peerage is a wither'd flower; 
He wou'd have held it a diſgrace, 
* If ſuch a wretch had known his face.” 5 

n « He 
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He never thought an honour done him, 
gHecauſe àᷣ peer was proud to own him 


£ =D SWIFT's VERSES on ms DEATH. 


< Wou'd rather ſlip aſide, and chuſe 


To talk with wits in dirty ſhoes; - - 


<« Deſpis'd the fools with ſtars and ener 
« So often ſeen careſſing B 
« With princes kept a due decorum; 3 
“ But never ſtood in awe before * em. 
He follow'd David's leſſon 10 3 


1 


In pronces never Put oh truſt : 


« And, would you make him truly ſour, 
« Provoke him with a flave in power.” 
' « Alas, poor Dean ! his only _ 
« Was to be held a A fanthrope. 

« This into gen'ral odium drew him, 


„ Which if he lik'd, much good may do hin 7 
c His zeal was not to laſh our crimes, 
But, diſcontent againſt the times: 


“ For, had we made him 7imely offers 


cc To rat ife his poſt, or fill his coffers, 


« Perhaps he might have truckled down, 

« Like other brethren of his gown: 

« For party he would ſcarce have bled ; — 

« J ſay no more —— becauſe he's dead.” — 

« What w7:t;ngs has he left behind ? — = 
« T hear, they're of a different kind: 

« A few, in verſe; but moſt, in proſe.” 
« Some high flown pamphlets, I ſuppoſe :- .— 


« All ſcribbled in the wor/? of times, 


« To palliate his Hiend Oxford 8 crimes; . 
« Ta 


— * 


_ 
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« To praiſe Queen Anne, nay more, defend her, 


As never fav'ring the Pretender — 
« Or libels yet conceal'd from light,” 

« Againſt the court to ſhew his ſpite; 

« Perhaps, his travels, part the third, 

« A he, at ev'ry ſecond word: | 

« Offenſive to a byal ear 

« But — not one ſermon, you may ſwear.” 


« As for his works, in verſe or proſe, 


« I own myſelf no judge of thoſe. 


« Nor can I tell what criticks thought em, 


“ But this I know, all people roma a em; 
« As with a moral view deſign'd, 

„ To pleaſe, and to reform mankind! 1 

« And, if he often miſs'd his aim, 

« 'The world muſt own it, to their ſhare, 
The praiſe is his, and theirs the blame, 
_ « He gave the little wealth he had, 

« To build a houſe for fools and mad; 

« To ſhew, by one fatyric touch, 

« No nation wanted it fo much: 

And ſince you dread no farther laſhes, 


« Methinks you may forgive his aſhes.” 
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work. FOR A COOPER, | 
W 
1 Mr. K . 


e 
ee. lead a happy life, 
Without the needful thing a wife: 
This long have luſty abbots known, 
Who ne'er knew ſpouſes of their W n. 
What, though your houſe be clean and neat, 
With couches, chairs, and beds compleat ; 
Though you each day invite a friend, 
Though he ſhould every diſh ad; 
On Bag/hot-heath your mutton fed, ; 
Your fowls at Brentford born and bred ; 
Though pureſt wine your cellars boaſt, 
Wine worthy of the faireſt toaſt, _ 
Yet there are other things requir'd : 
Ring, and let's ſee the maid you hir'd. — 
Bleſs me | thoſe hands might hold a broom, 
Twirl round a mop, and waſh a room: 
A batchelor his maid ſhould keep, 
Not for that ſervile uſe to ſweep ; 
Let her his humour underſtand, 5 . 
And turn to ev'ry thing her hand. . 
Get you a laſs that's young and tight, 
Whoſe arms are, like her apron, white; 
What though her ſhift be ſeldom ſeen ? 
Let that, though coarſe, be always clean; 


She 
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She might each morn your tea attend, 


And on your wriſt your ruffle mend; 
Then if you break a roguiſh jeſt, 
Or ſqueeze her hand, or pat her breaſt, 


She cries, oh dear, fir, don't be naught ! : 
And bluſhes ſpeaks her laſt night's fault. 
To her your houſhold cares confide, _ 


Let your keys jingle at her ſide, 


A footman's blunders teaze and fret ye, 
Ev'n while you chide you ſmile on Betty. 
Diſcharge him then, if he's too ſpruce, _ 


For Betty's for his maſter's uſe. 


* 432.4 6 
Will you your am'rous fancy baulk, 


For fear ſome prudiſh neighbours talk? 
But you'll object, that you're afraid 
Of the pert freedoms of a maid; 
. Beſides, your wiſer heads will fay, 
That ſhe who turns her hand this way, 
From one vice to another drawn, 
Will lodge your filver ſpoons in pawn. 
Has not the homely wrinkled jade 
More need to learn the pilf ring t 
For love all Betty's wants ſupplies, 
Laces her ſhoes, her manteau dyes ; 3, 
All her ſtuff-ſuits ſhe flings away, 
And wears thread-ſattin ev'ry day. 
Who then a dirty drab would hire, 
Brown as the hearth of kitchen-fire! 
When all muſt own, were Betty put 
To the black duties of a ſlut, 


2 
* 
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| And ill i is good for ſomething more. 

| Thus, to avoid the greater vice, 

I knew a prieſt, of conſcience nice, 
To quell his luſt for neighbour's ſpouſe, -. 
| Keep fornication in his houſe. 

But you're impatient all this time, 
Fret at my counſel, curſe my rhyme : 
Be ſatisfy' d, I'Il talk no more, 

For thus my tale begins. — Of yore 
There dwelt at Blois a prieſt full fair, 
With rolling eye and criſped hair; 
His chin hung low, his brow was ſleek, 
Plenty lay baſking on his cheek ; 
Whole days at cloiſter-gates he fat, 
Ogled, and talk'd of this and that 
So feelingly, the Nuns lamented 
That double bars were e'er invented. 
Tf he the wanton wife confeſt 
With down-caft eye and heaving breaſt, 
He ftroak'd her cheeks to {till her fear, 
And talk'd o ſins en Cavalier. 
Each time enjoin'd her pennance mild, 
And fondled o'er her like his child. 
At ev'ry jovial goſſip's feaft : 
Pere Bernard was a welcome gueſt; a . 
Mirth ſuffer'd not the leaſt reſtraint, 
He could at will ſhake off the ſaint: 
Nor frown'd he when they freely ſpoke, 


But ſhook his ſides, and took the joke: | 
K 55 Nor 


Nor fail'd he to promote the jeſt, 

And ſhar'd the ſins which they confeſt. | 
Vet that he might not always roam 

He kept conveniences at home. 

His maid was in the bloom of beauty, 

Well-limb'd for ev'ry ſoeial duty ; 

He meddled with no houfhold cares, 

To her conſign'd his whole affirs ;' © 

She of his ſtudy kept the keys, 

For he was ſtudious — of his eaſe : 

She had the power of all his locks, 

Could rummage ev'ry cheſt and box. 

Her honeſty ſuch credit gain'd, | 

Not 'n the cellar was reſtrain” d. 

In troth, it was a goodly ſhow, | 
Lin'd with full hogſheads all a-row ; . 
One veſſel from the rank remov*d, 

Far dearer than the reſt he lov'd, 
Pour la bonne bouche, twas ſet aſide, 
To all but choiceft friends deny d. 
He now and then would fend a quart, 
To warm ſome wite's retentive heart, 
Againſt confeffion's fullen hour; 
Wine has all ſecrets in its power. 

At common feaſts it had been waſte, 
Nor was it fit for Layman's taſte ; 
If Monk or Friar were his gueſt, 
They drank it, for they know the beſt. 
Nay, he at length fo fond was grown, 
He always drank it when—alone, 
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Who ſhall recount his civil labours, | 
In pious viſits to his neighbours N 5 
Whene er weak huſbands went aſtray, ; 
He gueſt their wives were in the way; 
*T was then his charity was ſhown, 
He choſe to ſee them when alone. 
Now was he bent on cuckoldom't 
He knew friend Dennis was from home; 
His wife (a poor neglected beauty, 
Defrauded of a huſband's duty) 
Had often told him at confeſſion, r 
How hard ſhe ſtruggled gainſt tranſgreſſion. TIE 
He now reſolves, in heat of blood, ' 
To try how firm her virtue ſtood. | * | 
He knew that wine (to love beſt aid) 
Has oft'ꝰ made bold the ſhamefac'd maid, 3x 
- Taught her to romp; and take more freedoms, | 
Than nymphs train'd up at Smith's or Needham's. 
A mighty bottle ſtraight he choſe, ' 
Such as might give two Friars their doſe ; 
Nannette he call'd : the cellar-door 
She {trait unlocks, deſcends before: 
He follow'd cloſe ; but when he ſpies 
His fav'rite caſk ; with lifted eyes 
And lifted hands, aloud he cries, 
| Heigh-day ! my darling wine aftoop | 
It muſt, alas ! have ſprung a hoop. © 
'That there's a leak, is paſt all doubt, 
(Reply'd the maid)—II find it out. 


* 


She 
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She ſets the candle down in haſte, 

Tucks her white apron round her waiſt, 
The hogſhead's mouldy ſides aſcends, + 
She ſtraddles wide, and downward bends : 
So low ſhe ſtoops to ſee the flaw, 
Hier coats roſe high, her maſter ſfaw——  . 
I ſee—he cries—(then claſp'd her faſt ) 
The leak through which my wine has paſt. 
Then all in haſte the maid deſcended, 
And in a trice the leak was mended. _ 
He found in Nanette all he wanted, 
So Dennis brows remain'd unplanted. 

E'er ſince this time all luſty Friars 
(Warm'd with predominant deſires, 
Whene'er the fleſh with ſpirit quarrels) 
Look on the ſex as leaky barrels. 
Beware of theſe ye jealous N 27 
From ſuch like coopers guard your houſes. 3 
For if they find not work at hoe 
For jobs through all the town they roam. 
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1 N new firaw hats, and eleagich gowns, 
A crowd of lafles with their clowns, 
Who alſo were as finely dreſt, 
Both in their neweſt and their beſt, . 

But aukward in their clothes and gaits, 
'The gloſs upon their coats and _ 1 
Looking, whenever ſtill they ſtood, 

Like clumſy figures carv'd in wood; 
From ſeeing ſhows, and drinking ale, 
And gnawing gingerbread quite ſtale ; 
From buying topknots, buckles, rings, | 
Drums, babies, rattles, and ſuch things; 


"4 At night as to their homes they walk'd, 


_ ?Twas thus they play'd; and thus they talk' d. 
Tom. Well overtaken, how do ye do? | * 
And how is't Harry ? how is't Sue? | 
Suſan. I thank you, Thomas—how do you? 
What] ſuppoſe you've been at fair ? 
Tom. Yes, and I've ſold the old grey mare. 
Harry. Good lack ! and pray what * ſhe 
bring? 
Tom. Why ---- three pound ten, or ſome ſuch 
thing. T 
Hog-fleſh was id dear to-day ; 


I heard old Richard Harrow ſay, 
- | (As 


* . 
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(As he ſtood Saws of ſome figs) 
He'd bought a fow, and ſeven pigs ; 7; 
And what d'you think he gave the bag * 
Harry. Why — — — 
I can't ſay what — two pound mayhap. 
Tom. Two guineas, and a pint of beer: : 
Harry, Nay, then they are confounded dear. 
Tom, What yon have been at fair, too, Maly 4 
And how does little pretty Daly? 
Doll. Let me alone — don't be fo teazing z ; 
You're always. rumpling one, and ſqueezing. 
John. At her again, Tom, —never mind her ; 
I'll have at Suſan here behind her.. 0. 
Suſan. Be quiet Fan — theſe fawcy loobies 
Are always feeling of one's bubbies. 
Harry. Nay — now if you're at this vagary, 
I'll e'en have one fly bout with Mary. 
Mary. Pſhaw — - Piſh ——You'r re all grown 
perfect goats; 4. | 
Don't thruſt your wad ſo up my coats. 
Tom. Did you ſee Patty with her belly? ?? 
Suſan. Ah, ſhe's a good one, let me tell ye. 
Doll. Why,---fure ſhe can't have long to go ? 
Mary. I can't tell that, but this I know, 
To- day ſhe was at puppet-ſho . "= 
With William, whom, I think, ſhe'd rather IS 
Of the two to be the father; | 
Tho” at the juſtice's, I learn, 
She ſwore Ned got it in a barn : 


+ 
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Poor fellow, he is.like to 8 | 
5 Suſan. Is't true? — I heard our r gammer , 
That Robin Spade was run away. | 1 
Tom. He dud — but now he's out of pain — 
Bhe ſwearing fo, he's come again, 
Doll. I vow I'm ſorry for poor Nee, 
An honeſt lad as e er broke bread. 
Maury. Pooh — lord — nay == fie now, prithee, 
„ Hurry, LP | R 
Can't you be eaſy till you marry ? *t 
Harm. You're juſt like any girl at ſchoot. 
Aa. You're always playing of the fool, 
Doll. I met to-day with a 9 
Id bought an edging for a cap, 

And put it in my boſom ſafe, | 
When'on a ſudden up comes Rah; 5 
Who fays, I'm glad to ſee thee, Da, HERES 

Did you meet any where with 2 4 F WP. 

No, fays I, Rah —I cannot n 

Is n't ſhe yonder at the Bell? TY + _y 1 
I fays no more, but comes my 8 
And faw the folks at cudgel-play; 

I ſtay d me there bout half an hour — 
Mayhap it mought be ſomewhat more: 

Who ſhould ſtand by me but our Nan 
When up there, comes a handſome man 1 | 
A lovelier, jollier man, I fay, ; 
One ſhall not ſee in ſummer's day ; 

He looks hard at us — by and by, 

He comes and ſtands *twixt Nan and I, 


While 


— 


RETURN 5 FROM WINDSOR FAIR. 4 | 
While Ben at cudgel-play 1 was beat n, 8 | 
(I cracking nuts, and ſtaring at n:) 

He whips his hand quite round my waiſt, 

Then kiſs'd my lips, and held me faſt : 

I being in this ugly caſe, 

Hit him a deuced ſlap 0 *th* face. | 

With that the ſtaring, gaping crowd, 

All clapp'd their hands, and laugh'd aloud; Fe 

He then did ſoon let go his hold, © 

But was ſo impudent and bold, 

To thruſt his hand quite down my ſtays; — 

And then he laugh'd, and went his ways. 
Suſan. Let me alone, Jan — prithee, will ye? 2 

Don't pull me ſo — don't be ſo _ 
Doll. And fo, as I before was faying, 

They had no ſooner done their playing, 

Who ſhou'd I meet but Betty Haycock, 
Walking about with Patty Laycock, 
Mary. Be quiet, can't you? how you haul— 

Harry. Lord a mercy how you bawt!' 1% 
One cannot touch you, but you ſquall. 
Doll. I thought no more on't, no not 4 
Than of the hour I was to die; 
So, ſays I,. — Betty, how does Kit? 
And how does Patty's little chit! N 
Says Pat, I left my little Bobby, 
Riding about upon his hobby. 
O dear, ſays I, and can he walk? 
And does he now begin to talk? 


Says 
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They ſay he's near, tho' I can't tell, 


Lord, John ! be quiet then ſhan” t. 


46 RETURN ra WINDSOR On. 
Says Pat, he often cries out, hl! 


Stretches his hands, and ſays, dadda ! 77 


Says I, I wiſh you jo 0 tet 5 
1 his e lech "rh ws LTD 
Pray what's become of Katty Stone 2 

Says Pat, what, is not that yet known ? 7 
Oh dear, ſhe's had a little one. | 


I being but her next door neighbour, | | 


Was ſent to, and was at her labour: 
When all was over I was glad, 
For *twas a grievous time ſhe had; 
Indeed ſhe was moſt piteous bad. 
And lord, fays I, what pity tis! 
But what does Gaffer fay to this ? 


Says Pat, he ſwears Vill hall be found, 


If any where above the ground; 
For as to baſtards, he'll keep none, 


That are not prov'd to be his own. 


You know that Joan will marry. Peter ? 


| Indeed, fays I, ſhe can't do better 


He'll have, as ſure as this is ground, 
His mother's goods, and twenty ee 5 


Beſides the houſe quite free from rent, 
Which is a pretty ſettlement. 


And how does Furrow ? — Furrow/ — well. 


But he's, I know, upon the whole, 
A chearful, merry, good old ſoul. 
Suſan. One can't be eaſy, that one can't; 


Doll. 


— 
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Doll. What is't he wou' d be at chere, _ 

Let her alone, Fan — prithee do. | 

Suſan. I think he's grown a perfect hog ; 3 

Til break his head, a naſty dog: 

He's making rattling, ſilly ſpeeches, 

And puts my hand into his breeches. 
Doll. Don't, Fan — where was't I made an end? 

Oh! I was talking with my friend. 

So, ſays ſhe, Dick has ta en a trade; © 

He's left off hedging, and the ſpade. 

Says I, oh ! now you talk of hedging, 

I bought to-day the prettieſt edging — 

With that I:put'my hand in haſte 

Into my ſtays, quite to my wailt ; 

I feels my pockets, ſhakes my clothes, 

But where twas gone, old Harry knows. 

Now ſuch a thing, you know, one a 

I'm ſure I look'd as pale as aſhes. 
Says I, let's think where I have been, 

Who is't to-day that I have ſeen? 1 
Thinks I, *tis gone, aye that's the caſe - 
Sure Thomas wou'd not be ſo baſe | — | | 

No, he'd his hand at tother place. 

William was rude — but *twas in Jeſt 

Beſides, he only felt my breaſt : - | 

Wasn't it Ben? — aye — that I doubt me; 

His hands were groping all about me; — 

Tho't can't be him, for all folks ſay, - 

He's true, and honeſt as the day. 
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Suan Olordl Why Jan! how e | 
Jobr. Now why: ſo loud? what is't L'dof ' þ 
Doll Don't ſhriek fo, prithee lett'n Sue. 

| Suſan, You don't know What he's at; I tell 5 

He s got his hand upon my bell. 
Doll. So thinking upon one and e, | 

Of James, and Bob, and Salh's een 

At laſt I feels a ſmart and itching, 1158 

Juſt where that rgſcal had been ewitching 3 

J mean that luſty, handſome man. 

Who ſtood ſometimes twixt me and Nan 

I then cries out, tis he egad, 

As ſure as that nine loaves are da 7 

I'll forfeit elſe my maidenhead. 
At this concluſion all the reſt 
Shouted, and laugh'd at ſuch a — 
It now was late, the night was = 

The ground was dry, the moon did ſhine ; 

Swinging their arms, in haſte they walk, 

Some fing, ſome laugh, and others * 

So taken up, they did not mind 
2 That John and Suſan lagg'd . 
Who both fell to it, nothing en ; 

The reſt be*ng gone quite out of hearing: 

John was reſolv'd to have a bout. 

And Caſan whilper'd a cry out. 
Cuſan. Nay, he now Jan, what is't you mean! P 
John. Lie down my girl, the ground is clean. 

- Sxfan, You're drunk I think, how rude you're 

> grown! 


Vou ſhan't, for all you've got n me down, | 
4 II 


* 


1 


RETURN FROM x WINDSOR FAIR. 49 


Tl ſcratch you, that I will — oh lord 
John. Now hold your tongue — don' t "_ 2 
word. 
Sign. Good God! what miſchief are * bee 
| „ > 144% 
You woud'n't ſurely be my ruin ? 
N ay, dear now, do not Jan, I beg 
What is't you've got between my legs? 
Oh! how you hurt me | 
John. Do not fear it. 
Suſan. I am not able, oh 1865 hear ĩt. 
Vou ſtifle me Pm out of breath ; 
You ſqueeze a body quite to death. 
John. Lie {till then, and heave up your bun 22 25 
Why don't you cloſer to me come ? 4% 
Suſan. I'll ſwear you are a wicked man m— 92 
I am as cloſe as e'er. J can. 6 
But ſhou'd you now prove faithleſs, an? 
Make haſte, ſuppoſe we ſhould be found 
In this ſame poſture on the ground ? 
O] now—my dear—come cloſe—-my treaſure, 
Oh lord !—you kill me quite with pleaſure. 
The lovers lay a-while quite huſh'd, 
Then roſe, Jahn grinn'd, and San bluſh'd ; 
She puts to rights her clothes, and cap, 
Not thinking of an after-clap ; _ 
For when he laid her on the green, 
' F'was in a ſpot the moſt unclean ; ; 
So, in the doing of the knack, 
There tuck a cow-turd on hor Lk 
Vor. II. | D | John 


hy. 
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John hutton'd up, and wip'd his face, 
"Which done, they both 'walk*d on a- pace; 
They trudge along, ſuch haſte they make, 
That ſoon the reſt they overtake. 

So when they were together met, 
Seeing them both in ſuch a ſweat, 
Their ſhouting I ſhall n&er forget. 
But when. they ſaw the ſheepiſh lout-herd, 
And Suſan's back bedaub'd with cow-turd, 
| _ "Their laugh was louder than at firſt, 
= I thought indeed they wou'd have burſt. 
They held their ſides at fuch a fight, b 
133 Nor cou'd they hold themſelves uprighht; 
©: lie ſtoop'd, and when they would have ſpoke, 
A loud horſe-laugh their words did choke. 
But when they'd finiſh'd this uproar, 
And laugh'd until their ſides were ſore, 
Each one had ſomething ſmart to ſay, 
And thus they jeer, and keep their way. 
Harry. Why Jan — thou look'ſt a little blue. 
Mary. Ay, by my troth — and ſo does Sue. 
3 -Methought they ſtay' d a plaguy while — 
| Dall. Jan help'd her over yonder ſtile, 
| | 080 I'm ſure we ve walk' d ſince that a mile. 
n. Nay, miſtreſs Mary, you have need, 
Of a folks, make this rout, indeed 
Pray hold your tongue, and don't you chatter, 
Who ſtay'd?—And what pray was the matter, 
When you and Harry ſtopt to water? 


Now 
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Now Fan and J are not fo fond, 

We only ſtay d at that ſame pond, 
That lies this fide of yonder ſpittle, _ 
To ſee the moon there dance a little. 


Tom. Sue laid there on her back, no doubt, 


To ſee the moon pop in and out. 


Suſan. Why how now, you pert, faucy Jack; * 


Pray what's the matter with my back ? 


Harry. Your back !—took hete—upon my words 


*Tis quite all over dirt and turd. 
At this they turn her round about, 
And then they give another ſhout, 


Suſan. Now look you Fan, — why 1 now you ſee 8 


J faid, I did fo, how *twould be; 
The fool mought eaſily have known, 


That he would daub and ſpoil my gown ; 


J ſcratch'd, I tore, I pray'd for love. 
He'd let me go, and gav'n a ſhove 
So down he falls, away runs I; | 
Says he, Pl! catch you by and by: 
Do if you can, fays I then he 
Flings a great cow- chip after me, 
Which being ſomething wet, came ſpat, 
And ſpreads upon my ſhoulder flat: 
Can this, ſays I, your fancy-tickle ? ? 
You'll make me in a pretty pickle: _ 
Then preſently ſowſe comes another, 
Which ſtuck, as I ſuppoſe, by tother.. 
And ſo you have it now all out: 
A mighty thing to cauſe this rout ! 

D 2 
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This ſaid, ſhe ſobb'd, and wip'd an . 
And fetch'd a ſigh, and feign'd a ery. 
The country girl, the city dame, 
Are both alike, they're both the ſame. 
For woman ſtill will do the feat: 
She's all a lie, ſhe's all a cheat. 
She'll fay ſhe's. not fo weak and frail, 
Next minute ſhe'll turn up her tail; 
Then to the next that aſks, forbid it, 
And fay, and ſwear ſhe never did it: 
For when ſhe once is enter'd in, | 
She'll ſwear, and lie thro? thick and thin. 
hut now the village is in ſigh, 
5 Where they muſt quickly bid good night. 
A brook they paſs, with weeds quite rank, 
With willows growing on its bank; 
Now on the bridge the men begin 
To play, and puſh each other in; 
One falls, and pulls another after, 


The reſt are choak'd almoſt with laughter: 


They're in a mead, are near the houſes; 
Some lug along their weary ſpouſes; 
Some go before, and hoop, and hollow; 
Others with ſucking children follow ; 
One fhoves and puſhes gainſt the other, 
Some tumble over one another : 
Some talk, ſome play, ſome kiſs, ſome ſquabble, ö 


Some run, ſome walk, while others hobble; 
Dogs bark, hens cluck, and turkies gobble : 


Got ; 
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Got now, mongſt houſes, cots, and ricks, 

They ceaſe their noiſy, wanton tricks; 

And as their day of pleaſure's paſt, 

They all agree to part at laſt. 

But firft, Sue halts behind ſome trees, 

And gives John's hand a gentle ſqueeze ; 

One takes a hug, and buſs at parting, 

Another ſtretching, falls a farting : 

Some few among the reſt are miſſing, 

And thoſe behind old oaks are piſſing: 

All bid good-night, and go to cottage, 
Where, after eating meſs of pottage, | 

Into their beds of flock they creep, 3 

Revolve what's paſt, and fall aſleep. 


Tus SPECTAC LES.” 
A ; 
From LA FONTAINE. 


1 N days of yore, as authors Gay, 
There liv'd a ſpark, for am'rous play 

By nature form'd, and well I ween, 

He beardleſs was, and ſcarce eighteen, 

Which for his purpoſe ſuited well, 

As preſently I mean to tell. | 


* 
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With nuns, Aae a conyent ſtood, . 
Juſt a propos, i th neighbourhood ; 

He oft had view'd with longing eye, 

The holy maids as he paſs'd by; 

Wou'd ſometimes ſtop, and at the grate,, 

Jo fteal a look, whole hours wait. 

At length with dull attendance tir'd, 

With want of conſummation + TRL 
To gain his point, at once he ventur d . 
And in difguiſe the conuent enter >: 
The Abbeſs took him for amail 

Caleta was his name, he ſaid; 

And then with rev'rence due he Lid * 
As might become a holy ſiſter. 

Long had he not been there I truſt, 

O! dire diſgrace ! but out it muſt, 

Ere ſiſter Agnes had. been playing, "4 
Twere better far ſhe'd minded praying. 
But ſo it prov'd, and by it got —— 

Perhaps the prude may aſk-me what 
And tell me, that I ſhou'd have faid, 

A woful chance befel the maid. 

Our Agnes, ever counted chaſte, 

Grew wond'tous round about the waiſt; 

And in due time, as it is ſaid, 

Of a young thing was brought to bed. . 
The holy ſiſters in r 
Did at it, as a wender gaze: 7 
As well they might, nor cou'd ſuppoſe. 
From earth, as muſhrooms do, it roſe, . 
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; Or manng like, from heav'n it fell, 

Such miracles, they knew full well 

Were long time ceas'd ;. tho” (as they ay) 
Their prigſis work wonders to this 1965 
So all determin'd, nemine con, 

It never could come there alone. 

Beſides, if I. may ſpeak the truth, 

It much reſembled this our. youth. 

The Abbeſs, in a mighty pathon, 

(For ſcolding then too was in faſhion)” 
Vow'd vengeance on the miſcreant baſe, 
Who thus had ſcandaliz'd the place 
And then for ſundry weighty reaſons, 
Poor ſiſter Agnes ſhe impriſons. 

Next, how to find the father out, 

Began to make a mighty rout, 

The houſe was guarded with ſuch care, 
The walls ſo high, no entrance there; 
The nun, who kept the tour,* was old, 
And proof againſt the pow'r of gold. 
Theſe things premis'd, how it cou'd be 
She wond' red much,.. tho? certainly, 

A man there muſt be in diſguiſe, 

The which he wore to ſcape ſurprize; 
Therefore at once the truth to have, 
She to the Nuns this order gave: | 
Strip every maid to find this dragon, 
Let not a ſiſter have a rag on.“ 


*The tour in the French nunneries, is the turning box, where 
proviſions and other neceſſaries are taken in, 
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How this command rd our ms; 


Fearing thereby the naked truth- 

Muſt be found out, you all may gueſs ; 
The more he rack'd his brains, the leſs 
He thought it poſſible, that he | 
Shou'd e'er eſcape the place ſcot- free. 
Until at length neceflity, 

The mother of invention, ſhe 

Aſliſted him with a device, 

To ſcape this ſcrutiny ſo nice, 

And get clear off; it was to tye 
But, gentle reader, how ſhall 1 

My meaning modeſtly expreſs, 


py In words ſo clear that you may gueſs, 1 1 
What *twas he ty'd, nor be miſtaken, 


How ke contriv'd to fave his Went 0 
Twill be no eaſy taſk I fear; 

But faith I'll try, ſo take it here. 
Once on a time, as it is ſaid, 


Our bodies all were „ 


And ſo contriv'd that eatily,' , 
Whoever had a mind, might ſee 
The various. things, that each contain d, 


Whoſe heart was with diſhonour ſtain'd, l 


Or with deceit and flatt ry dreſt, 
For all was then ſo clear expreſt, 


One might diſcern with half an eye, | My 


If any dar'd to hide a lye; 
And better had it been if ſtill, 
By fate's inexotable Will, 
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Tur SPECTACLES. 57 
Our breaſts thus open had remain d /˖ 
Then friendſhip ne'er had been prophan d., 
But every falſehood clear diſplay d, 23 Th 
In whatſoever heart it laid; 
Phyſicians too would find their end, 
It ſurely wou' d theix judgment mend, 
As then they'd, eaſily perceive e 
What they were ſummon' d to relieve, 
And not as now, like blind men grope, 
Leaving their patients void of hope. | 
Firſt one they poiſon, then anether, 
Reſolv'd their want of ſkill to ſmother ;: 
Had man but windows in his breaſt, _ 
He'd ſtand ſome better chance at leaſt, 
As they cou'd not fo often fail [3] 
In their attempts. — But to my tale 
The females being moſt expos'd,. 
Begg'd that this op'ning, might be clos'd;.. 
Complaining that it was ſo wide; T7 
They for their ſouls cou'd nothing hide. 
Dame nature then, our common mother, 
Contriv'd a way to end this pother 
To both the ſexes ſhe beſtowꝰd. 1 
A lace, with which theſe gaps they ſow'd! 
The women theirs too thick did ftitch, 
And at the bottom left a nitch : ' | 
The men were alſo in the wrong, 
For they the ſtitches made too long, 
And did not all the thong expend, 
But left a piece at neither d. 
1 Now: 


9 Jo keep confin'd that boiſt'rous part, 
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Now this is what the youth did tie 
The reaſon you may gueſs, for n 2 
By this device all ſeem' d ſo flat, f 
There was no fign of you know what # 
But ſure the thread had ne er been able, 
{Were it comꝑar'd in ſtrength to cable) 


Some how or other it muſt ſtart. 

Had ſaints, nay angels too been ee | 

The caſe had been the ſame I fear, 

When, . to full view, each lovely maid,. 

Stood in her birth-day ſuit array d, 

With beauteous ſhape and graceful mien, 

As thoſe who wait on Cyprian queen... ; 
The Albeſß on her noſe did wear, F 

Of Srrcracl ks, a weighty pair, 

For being old, they ſerv*d-her now 

To. ſearch the matter thro and thro"... 

Surrounded by her twenty nuns, 

Whoſe ſwelling breaſts, like new croſs buns, 

Or bladders, blown: by dint of wind, 

Luxuriant roſe; and you wou'd find, 

On them in fact, were trial made, 

A pea wou'd dance as on. a drum-head. 

This put our youth upon the rack, 

For fear the ſtrait-ty'd ſtrings ſhould e 11 

And ſo they did, for at one bounce, 

Away it flew with mighty flounce,, 

As when a fiery ſteed diſdains OE 

To bear the yoke, and ſcorn. the reins, 


When 
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When once got looſe; upright it roſe, 
And ſtruck the Abbeſs on the noſe, | 
The SPECTACLEs to th“ cieling threw. 
And nigh verturn'd the bearer too; | 
Who you may think-enrag*dat. this, 
A council calls, wherein it 1 65 — 
After debate, by all agreed, walk 
With flogging this our youth muſt bleed 
This faid, they ſeiz'd the luckleſs wight, 
And 'gan to exerciſe their ſpite; 
They ty'd him to a tree, that grew 
Within the yard, of mournful yew... 
Then went to ſearch, with indignation, 
For inſtruments of fagellation, 
But fortune, who the boldeſt favours, . 
Blaſted at once their curs'd endeavours. 

A luſty miller, on a mule, 
Came riding in — they ſaꝝ no fool. 
Cou'd play at coits, and cudgel well, 
Wou'd kiſs a girl, but never tell. 

« Heyday !“ faid he, © what have we here 
« A wond'rous pretty faint I ſwear ! 100 
4 But ſay, young man, I long to know, 
Which of the ſiſters ſerv'd you ſo? 

« Sure with the nuns you've been at play, 

« And for it ſuffer thus to-day ;- , 

« For if there's aught in ſtrength of back, 

, judge you well a nun can crack.“ | 
The youth reply'd, in mighty dudgeon, 

T hinking that now he'd catch'd a gudgeon, 
12 6: c «-My D 


& 


N. 


4 


% Tux SPEC TAcLES. ; 


« My friend, you quite miſtake the . 

* F or which I ſuffer this diſgrace,, 

« Had I with their requeſt comply'd,. 
I never now had thus been ty'd: 

BgBeſides a whipping too J fear, "Re 
« For being chaſte tis hard, I ſwear ; 3 


» 2 Thoꝰ muſt ſubmit, howe' er it be = — 


« I can't give up my chaſtity.” _ 
The miller ſtraightway, in ſurprize,, 

Laughing, the faſt bound cords unties, 

And to the youth addreſs'd this ſpeech : 

« Poor, ſcrup'lous fool.! I'Il fave thy 3 

Jou H cut no figure in this place; 3 

« Were but our parſon 1 in ſuch caſe 

He'd ne'er behave, as thou haſt done; 

« Quick, tye me to the tree and run: 

« You're ignorant, I plainly ſee, 

And not for buſineſs fit like me; 

« Let all the ſiſters. come, 1 warrant, 

„They ſhan't return without their errant,” 

The youth not wanting better ſport, 

Soon ty'd him faſt, and ſcamper'd for't. 
The miller now ſtark naked ſtood, 

In waiting for the ſiſterhood, | 

When ſoon. of nuns, at leaſt a ſcore, 

Who rods inſtead of tapers bore, 

In order came, and one and all 

Did preſently to jerking fall; | 

While he provok'd, as well bo might, 

- Cry'd, © Softly ladies, by this light, 


4 You're 
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= You're in the wrong, Pee dee 
« But for the ſport as fit as you be. 
« You'll wonders ſee, if youll but try — 
« Cut both my ears off if T he. 
J am a devil at that ſame:·— 
« You apprehend me guels the * 
« But in this ſcour gg, 
« A novice quite = an arrant fool. 
A fool ?? a toothleſs virgin cries, 
If that's the caſe, we'll make you wiſe. 7 
: Are you not father of the brat! 7— # 
For him you'll pay, beſure of 
And then to whipping fell again 
The miller bello d out amin, 
(Fearing he wis not tdbrftood 
Ladies, Pl— kiſs you Ml by Gd 
« Then ceaſe, dear girls,” he yarn did bawls. 
« I'll do my beſt to pleaſe, you all. 
The more the miller erat Fed his ; 
The more the girls renew od their ſtrokes, 
And flogg'd him with ſuch dextrous art, 
They made him loudly roar with ſmart. 
While thus he underwent a whipping, 
His mule upon the graſs was Kipping, — 
No matter what became of bot, 
It is enough, he ſav'd the youth... _ 
And reader, ſay, wou'd you have been, = 
For fifty beauties, in his ſkin? | | 1 


a a | 


- truant t Cupid on the ke, * 

n. night was rambling thro” the Hants, 
* To trxgrhat aptives he could make, | 5 
With lie and her comrade 
„My fair ones, whither ay ſ 
Cries the enquiring Gade hue 

* Indeed I'll know. from whence this 2 . 
« Before a ſtep you fi th. 
0 a little, z fr ; 0 f 

© Bleſs me l — that I hou'd 
If you'll go with us, we. will ſhow. you, 

c For, Sir, I think your name is Cupid. | 
They all to. couſin Molh's went, 

A wanton. game at romps to play's. * 

Where Cupid, on a frolick bent, 0 6 

Reſolv'd to ſport an hour away. „ 
Hut what's the game ?” — Why. blind-man' 5 boaſt,” 

The chuckling, roguiſh. o 

Fou want to laugh, we'll laugh enough: 
But en whoſe ght ſhall we firſt hide? 
| 6. Mine, : 
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« Mine, mine,” the eager-uyehin. ce 
« Ye fair ones circle me around ;?* 

Then loos'd his quiver: from his ae 
And flung his arrows on the ground. 

Quite o'er his eyes a veil they = 
From. the leaſt glimm' ring th 

And made the rogue as really bind 
As ever fabling poets feign'd him. 

Soon as they're eager at the ſport, 
Deſigning Chloe ſlipt away, 

And to Love's arrows had reſort, 
Which, ſcatter'd, in a corner a # 

Trembling, confus'd; all in a hurry, 1 
The feather d. 

Somewhere ſhe hid 'em in a flurry, 5 
But where,. the tale has not revealꝰd. 


Then join'd.in play: with gay tir d out, 
Now each collects her hood and fan, 
Eupid for's arrows ſearch'd about, 
And round and round the room he ran. 
At length he charg'd them all with theft, 
And huff*d and ſwore and made a pother, 
If of his ſhafts he was bereft,, | 
He ſtraight would run and tell his mother. 
The thief unknown; the God of love 
The roguiſh Chhe moſt ſuſpected; 
But he could nothing on her prove, 
And all are honeft till detected. 
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* Cipid to Fa being come, ien 
* With tears the mournful RY ed; * 
ce Bw ill both you and > ag wolf 
c We both,” ſhe cries, © ſhall have diſgrace, - 
Wh nnr; 
*« And to platonic love give place, 
e If now thy poignant darts are wanting.“ 
What's to be done in this dilemma, 
Nor he, or ſhe, cou'd tell or know, 
Till blubb' ring Cupid, cry d, Dear mamma, 
Let's take a warrant out for Che. 
Tis done — next night with ſecret ſpeed. 
They both to Chlee's lodging fled, 
Where ſoon they found the thief indeed, 
For Chloe juſt had ſlipt to bed. 


Now ruſhing to the nymph's be d-ſide, 

(III manner d folk I do confeſs) 
Her bluſhing face ſhe ſtrove to hide, 
Whether thro” ſhame or guilt, you'll gueſs. 


4 Hold up your hand” then eagle ſaid. 
To her th' offended. God af MIR, [ics hb, 
« And hear th' indictment to you read, 
« Which we this night are come to prove. 
& Your charge thus in th' indictment lies; 
« Accus d you ſtand, that having not 
« The fear of Love before your eyes, _ 
% You've all his keeneſt arrows gat.“ 


At 
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At which fhe lifted up her head. 
And thus his charge began to jeer :? 
Mean you thoſe arrows, Sir,” ſhe laid, 
bought my brother at the fair? 

With that, enrag'd, he bounc'd about, 
And ſearch'd each place the room around $ 
The locks he broke and made a rout ; | 

ut ſtill his darts could not be found: 
Now, bold intruder,” Che faid, _ 
© I hope your ſatisfy d in me . 
Not yet,” cry'd he, — & let's ſearch your bed; 
« For aught we know they there may be. WM 


With roving fingers ſtraight he tears 
The bed clothes, which he round her gathers iy 
&« Oh ceaſe! Oh ceaſe,” cries he, “ your fears, 
4 Mamma, I'm ſure I feel their W 3 
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7 CURE FOR. LOVE. 


e 
By Mr. CONCANEN. 


* H E ſages all are much divided, 

Nor is the queſtion yet decided, 
From whence ſprings love. All own its a. 
Yet each aſſigns a diff rent cauſe. > 
Some point out wit, ſome point out wealth, 
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Well has his happy pen diſplay d, 
Who fatisfy'd the curiaus maids x 
Why youth in love with cruel - 008 
Look ever with a penſwe air; 
What gives his heart deſires wknow,. - 
His blood to boil, his veins to glam. 
Now let us.makg- our mu conſider, 

Nor can evn modeſty forbid hen,. 


How her own ſex,. ſo ſoft by nature, | 


So ſweet in ſymmetry and feature, 

Sa like their Ching, brittly ware, 

So nice, ſo painted, and ſo fai: 

Can bear to mingle with th* eee 

Or can diſſemhle, to endure | 

(And have done ſince theix Kind eg an}: 

That hide cus, bearded monſter, man. 
But let us leave ſcholaſtick diction, 


Which none e'er carried to conviction . 


And like more modiſſi authors move, 


Suppoſing what yye cannot prove: 
Leſt e en ſhould be too faint, 


We'll drop diſpute in fahle quaint; 
And by reciting ſome old tale, 
| Make jeſts fupply when reaſons fail; 


Once on a time, no matter. . 21 #06 


But all ſtrange ſtories happen'd,then, . 
Grown. grey ip, theiving tricks of t 
Plumbino liv'd, a Ann blade. 
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* Hildebrand Jacob, UE — author of a dale fo called, Ses 
T 8 


& CURE ren LOVE: 87 


Through ſixty years he life had led, 
And ten had mourn'd a widow'd bed; ; 
One only daughter bleſt him — “ Fai al © 2 
Divinely fo,,—— his fortune's heir. 
As yet unripe for ſcenes of courting, 
For ſhe was hardly turn'd of fourteen 3, 
Howe'er ſhe felt ſome new emotions, 
Yet was but aukward in her notions. 
Her pleaſing pertneſs in behaviour, 
Entirely won her father's favour; 
To others humourſome and ſnarling ; 
But Fanny was his boſom's darling. 
Oft would he gaze upon her face, 
And ev'ry well-known feature trace: 
With rapture liſten to her re 
And learn the news of her tea- tattling, 
Then, impotent his joy to ſmother, 
Cry & Juſt ſo: charming was your mother“ 
Whate' er ſhe wiſn'd, if ſhe but hintech 122 wy 
No pains were ſpar'd, no coſts were Alinted? 
To purchaſe it. Her education” 
Polite, for ev'ry foreign nation 
Supply'd her ſire with teachers, fit 
T'improve her beauty, or her wit. 

Some taught to touch the warbling kung, 
And ſome to dance, and ſome to ſing. 
Meanwhile Plumbino, deep-deſign' =, 

Had higher matters in his mind; 
Nor hop'd, to crown his num'rous- bounties, 
Le than. the title of a counteſs ; 
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Nay, for a comfort to his dear, EEE 
Would have o'erlosk'd a new- made pears |- . 
How vain are all our hopes and cares, 
When the main ſpring of our affairs, 
For its juſt moves, depends on ſtill 
That weather-cock, a woman's will! 
What guard has beauty from. diſaſters? 
A youth there was amang the maſters,, 
Who ſet poor Fanny's heart. on fire, 
And fill'd it with ſome ſtrange deſire; 
Spri ghtly his mien, his face. was fair, 
And in ſmooth ringlets flow!d his hair; 
Juſt in the bloom of hve-and-twenty,, 


_ / Thro' all the fopling's tricks he went ye: 4 


His wit but green, his nonſenſe lan, 
A perfect lady's pretty felloẽCwa 
Featly he danc'd, and when he fung, 
The Sent warbled from his tongue: 
Softly he breath'd the gentle flute, 
And hated ſtrongly to be mute: 
His talk would make a wiſe - man ſick, 
Twas as unmeaning as his muſic- 
But Fanmꝰs breaſt with love alarming, 
Made nothing ever ſeem fo charming. 

He fill'd her thoughts; when he was ni gh, 
Pleaſure fat ſparkling in her eye: 

She ſigh'd, when abſent, at his name; 3 
And her heart flutter'd when he came. 


Dull to, the reſt; whate er he taught her, 


He quickly to perfection brought her; 
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Of her, his art alone could boaſt, , 
For that indeed he ſtudied moſt, _ 
Thus went he on without deſigning, 
Poor Miſs's quiet undermining; 
 Unmov'd, unconſcious of his kind, 
As ſhe'd been homely, or he blind. 
That beauty which could not prevail, 
Now ceas'd to be; her cheeks grew pale: 
| Vapours, and qualms, and fits o'ertook her, 
And ſleep, and health, and eaſe forſook her: 
_ She ſigh'd, ſhe pin'd, ſhe wiſh'd, ſhe panted, 
And dreams inform'd her what ſhe wanted. 
The Sire, who ſaw how matters went, 
Saw it with wondrous diſcontent : 
Now cares o'erpay his former pleaſures, 
For Miſs has broken all his meaſures. 
He knew for what ſhe did endure, 
A huſband was the-only cure : 
And that he muſt his houſe difparage, 
Or elſe precipitate her marriage. 
Well, tis reſolv'd; the man is choſen, 
And council aſk'd of ev'ry couſin, + 
For fake of form: all urge her youth 
<< Pſha! Tl engage ſhe'll find a tooth 
To mump on man ; — beſides, he's rich 
« *Tis better girls ſhould ſmart than itch.” _ 
At laft he breaks his mind to Fanny, 
And tells her, that, for reaſons many, | 
She now muſt wed. — With dread affright 


She heard the news, and ſwoon'd outright, 


* 
* ng * n 5 
_ 7 2 — r —— * 2 * 
- — — PER * ä 
D * * . Y F 3 a . ” . - 
« * - TY * > ee _ % « 7 ST * wy 1 
v _— =. — — — n 2 4 „ 1 * IT 
Sa, COSTS. of — IP 3 n = - IS. 8 8 „ 
— 4 8 3 — — — nn r a - * * mY - 2— 
— — 2 * 2 T 1 > 


I - 
> 
L AX = a 
MRS = - * 3 — Q > en FR "x — — . x 2 — " 
Cal 1313 = \ MY $— a" org. 3 . — — _—_ CES 2 RS . PE n - l 
j D of —_ : th 6 am, 8 | — | —— * XS: : 8 — e 32 . 3 

er = a? * 22 7 2 0 == b 1 = bs Mg * ho we Fa * = 

- Chg =—y 8 o < l — A — A m—_ mg”: or”: — 

„ * # l 5 An 2 rr 332 - 5 — TY ali85. wu N 

0 0 * - ” = I — 7 * 2 in 
© 


Sa 


WE 


W » — * — * 3 > n 2 


— 
* t — 
n 
M . dt, ta 


=_ 

1 7 
N, 

| 18 

14 

5 | 
| = 
7 


She 


. 


70 A CURE rox LOVE. 


She ſunk (and 'twas a kind relief;) 
Play'd all the parts of woman's grief: 
The fainting fits, the ſhudd'ring . 
The wringing hands, the falling tears, 
And twenty other tricks in faſhion, 
Till Plum was melted to compaffion: 

And when ſhe found his doating blindneſe 
Begins to ſooth him into kindneſs = 
Puts on a ſupplicating face, 

And wipes her eyes, and tells her caſe 3 
Recites the cauſes of her care, 

His ſprightly wit, his genteel air, 

His graceful ſhape, his eaſy gait 

His fize, that was both tall and ſtrait.— 

'< Theſe, Sir, are virtues; or Pve'mis-thought,-. 

He wants eftate-— but that's no fault. 
Each ſentence clos'd with papa dear ; 

And now a ſob, and then a tear: 


dhe roſe to rage; Loet vain epinion 


© And pride deprive you of 2 minion: 
For if things be not as I ſay, 
« I'll hang myſelf, or run away.” 
His fondneſs could not ee out no, 
At length burſts out in, *“ Be it fo. — 
4 He loves you not, nor knows your love?“ 


© — No, Sir.“ Then be at eaſe, my dove; 3 | 


A fortune twice'ten thouſand pounds, 
Deeper than Gupid's arrows wounds 


« If that has pow'r to pierce his _ 
<« 1 bid thy — reſt; 
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For what are jewels, gold, and pear ? 
4% What are they, if I loſe my girl?“ 
So ſaid, he ſought the happy youth; 
And found, acquaints him of the truth: 
Prop6s'd the thing without apology, 
The youth'reply'd, I muſt acknowledge ye 
And paus'd, and hum'd, and ſeem'd afraid: 
5 ks. tell thee, man, thy fortune's made.” 
— Then thus = the honour you __— 
5 11 own een kind; 
And ne'er till now thought fortune rds 
I am I am an Abelard: * i 
No man fo ſure as he who trie: 
© Be ſatisfy' d, believe your eyes: 
© This from your child I can't conceal : 4 
© If yet her paſſion ſhould prevail, "wal 
My life, my ſetvice,” and my duty, „ 
Shall be devoted to her beauty.” 
Pleas'd with his open way of dealing, 
In faults which he might. chuſe revealiie 
Plumbino goes, almoſt content, 1 
Provided Miſs would give conſent, © 
His deſtin'd hopes ſhould not be croſs d, 
Nor fo much honeſty be loft. 
Ev'n to his door this thought purſues, 
Till Miſs comes big to hear the news. 
The Squire's condition he defines, + 
Firſt with broad hints, and then by "owes L...: 
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re Tart INVOLUNTARY SINNERS, 
Which when ſhe would not comprehend, 
He told the tale from end to end.” | 
© Yet here's no bar: — we only ftay 
« Till you ſhall pleaſe to name the day: 
Hut take ſome time; conſult your pillow.” 
©, What! to that odious, filthy fellow ?. 
I ſwear, papa, tis moſt provoking, _ | 
© You would not find that I was joking. 
© Him I deſpis'd by all that's rightful, 
I always faid he look'd ſo frightful : 
© I've learn'd enough from him before, 
© So, pray, Sir, let him come no more; — 
For grant I lik'd him — I'm releas'd: 
ic I lov'd a man, but he's a — Beg. 


eee eats Lara 
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3 A TALE. 


ITH grief, my friend, as well as you, 
Degenerate mankind I view, 
Fall'n from their ancient virtuous lives, 
When due regard was paid to wives : | 
Each huſband like a bridegroom burn -" "Ha 
Ev'n tho” his flame was not return'd; | 
And paid his nuptial dues each night, 
Tho' the cold fair refus'd her mite. 1 5 
n — . | Folks 
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Folks ſometimes ſin, thro' too much zcal, 
As ſoon the ſequel will reveal; 
But, whatſoe'er men do amiſs, 
Tis ſeldom they offend in this: 
And we muſt own, in this our day, 
The danger's greater tother way. 
How diff rent were the days of old, 
When ſwains were warm, and nymphs were cold? 
Or cold they were, or ſeem'd to be, 
For leaving Cupid in the lurch: 
All tranſports of a devotee _ 
Proceed from rev'rence to the oh. 
Whence, you'll re ply, this long narration ? Frm 
I'm aiming at a reformation : _ | 
Examples move, where precepts fail; £4 
Then liſten, and apply the tale. 
Young Col liv'd a virtuous life, 
He kifs'd no creature but his wife; 


No dove more conſtant to his mate, i 


No ſparrow lov'd at ſuch a rate; 
And nightly, as the night {till came, 
He fail'd not to careſs the dame: 
While ſhe, reſerv'd, and croſs, and coy, 
Shun'd (or appear'd to ſhun) the joy. 
One night he chanc'd fo late to ſtay, 

Till Phabus brought returning day ; 
Then home he went, or home was led, 
And found his ſpouſe retir'd to bed: 
On her ſoft lips he fix'd a kiſs, 
Then haſten'd to the ſeat of bliſs. 
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No limb ſhe mov'd, no word did ſay, 
But lifeleſs and regardleſs lay. 

Clin, amaz'd to find her dumb, | 
(What's grief to him, were joy to ſome) 
Cry'd, “ Prithee, Mapſa, prithee ſpeak, 
Indeed I'll not ſtay out this week: 

<« This ſullen filence grieves me more 

« Than all your chiding heretofore : 
„What! not a word! ] fear ſhe's dead!” 
Too true, alas! the words he ſaid: . 
The curtains drawn, the ſun reveal'd 

What darkneſs had till then conceal'd. 
Struck with amazement and ſurprize, 


* 


Straight to his confeſſor he hies; 


Tells him the horrors of the night, 
And begs he'd ſet his conſcience right; 


Declares the party was his wife, 


Nor knew ſhe was depriv'd of life; 


Vet ſtill he felt an inward dread, 
For violating thus the dead. 


The prieſt allow'd the thing was new, 


And well he wiſt not what to do; : 


So to the conclave ſent the caſe, 
As men endu'd with greater grace. 


They too declin'd a caſe fo nice, | 0 


And crav'd his holineſs' advice. 
The Pope conſider'd well th' affair, 
Then, plac'd in apoſtolic chair, 
With awful brow, he thus decreed : 


« Colin from this offence is freed, ——— | 
« But 


WY Rat” ood” a 
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c But leſt vile men in after-times, 
Commit again fach beſtial crimes, 
« Or be unwittingly drawn in, 
« By froward women thus to fin, 
<« Tt is the church's will, and mine, 
“ (Till women ſhall their breath reſign} 
« Whene'er mankind the fair embrace, 
« Without diſſembling in the caſe, 
« That, be ſhe widow, maid, or wife, 
* She ſhew ſtrong, vig rous ſigns of life.” 
The prieſts, who take peculiar care 

T' inſtruct and cultivate the fair, 
With zeal proclaim the Pope's OP 
To each attentive devotee z ; 
The fair with eaſe and joy obeys / 
Whate'er her ghoſtly father ſays. 

Thus Chr, from his fin reliev'd, 
A decent time for Mopſa griev'd : 
Till weary of a ſingle life, 
He needs muſt take a ſecond wife; 
One not ſo peeviſh, crofs, and coy, 
Who would participate his joy. 
So ſaid, fo done; —a wife he choſe, 
Juicy and young, yet one of thoſe 
Who, fam'd for a ſuperior zeal, 
To ſay her pray'rs, would loſe a meal. 
Some happy months they paſs'd together : 
But wedlock will have cloudy weather. 
It chanc'd, upon a market-day, 
As homeward they purſu'd their way, 
EB 
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45 TuR INVOLUNTARY SINNERS. 
On the ſame horſe this couple plac'd, _ 
Her fondling arm about his waiſt, | 
Three villains met this loving pair; 
They robb'd the man, — ſurvey'd the fair; — 
Then each by turns — eternal ſhame | 
Did — what the muſe forbears to name: 
So pack*d her up. behind her ſpouſe, 
And wiſh'd 'em well to their own houſe. 

Along they trudge in piteous taking; 
Judge how poor Culin's heart was aching 
Silent he rode: now inward groan'd, 
Then knit his brows, then ſigh'd, then frown'd; 
Till after many miles, the fair 

Addreſs d him thus, to eaſe his care: 
* Prithee, dear Colin, why this grief? 

« What's loſt, is loſt ; why, hang the thief: 
< Some money's gone; — ſtill we have more: 
*c To minds content, enough in ſtore.“ 
Pooh! Colin cry'd, © that's not the matter; 
"© Forbear your idle fooliſh chatter.” 

« Why ſcold at ne? reply'd the dame, 
< In what, I pray, am I to blame?“ 

Art thou ſo vile, ſo void of grace, 

To aſk that queſtion to my face? _ 
_- © Theſe eyes beheld it! — theſe two eyes! 

« They did,” ſhe cry'd, «a mighty prize! 
* Againſt my will the thing was done: 
«<< You know I ſhudder at a gun! 
« Nay, you ſtood very patient by ; 


Vn durſt not fir, no more than I.” TO 
A * | Not 
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Not iir] cry'd he, ay, that's my grief: 
Not /trr / go aſk each ſingle thiek,. ; 

© if any jade throughout the lande 55 
Her motions had at more command ?? | 

« And is that a you have to-fay ? 
* Pray hold your tongue, — and mind your way, 
« You know the law, as well as I 
« Nay, were the cauſe on't by — "ER 8 
© I am an honeſt, virtuous woman, 
« And won't be damn'd for you, nor no- man; 
« But will obey the Pope's decree |! 

„ $o, thank your ſtars, there were but three.” 
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LEARN hence, ye huſbands, young and old, 
Mot to complain your wives are cold <. 
For moſt would own it, if they dun, 
They wiſh em cold, as Colin's firſt. 
Next, chuſe not wives for too much zead,. 
Which does the warmth within conceals © | 
And ſhe who moſt adores the gown, 1 _ 
Oft proves the wagtail of the town, | = 
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Tux CONVERT To TOBACCO. 


A TALE. 


AIL, Raleigh venerable ſhade,, 

Accept this tribute, humbly paid; 
Great patron of the failing crew, 
Who gav'ſt us weed to ſmoke and chew, 
Kindly accept theſe honours due. 
To thee we owe our country's wealth, 
And ſmirking glee, and luſty health: 
From aſhes white as driven ſnow,, 
Tobaceo clouds, 'tis what we owe, 
In fragrant wreaths aſcend the ſky, 
'To thee, the ſmoaker's deity, 

Immortal weed 1 all-healing plant! } 
Poſſeſſing thee we nothing want. 
Aſſiſtant chief to country vicar, 
Next to his concordance and liquor: 
If text obſcure perplex his brain, 
He ſcratches, thinks, but all in vain, 
Till lighted pipe's prevailing ray, 
Like Phebus, drives the fog away. 
Concomitant of Cambre- Briton, 

(If I a rhime for that cou'd hit on) 
Content with thee, he'll barefoot trudge it, 
His hoſe and ſhoes faſt bound in budget; 


Bleak 
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Bleak blow the winds, thick fall the ſnows | : 


With thee he warms his dripping noſe, 

And ſcrubs, and puffs, and on he goes. 
With thee, dear partner of his ale, 

The Juſtice grave prolongs his tale ; 

And faſt aſleep does wiſely prate us, 

Whilſt ſober whiff fills each Hiatus. 
With thee — But hark'ee,” ſays a friend, 

« Tom, will thy preface never end? 

We want the tale you promis'd us.“ 

The tale d'ye want ? — then take it thus : 
Buxoma was a banker's widow, 

Frolick and free as good Queen Dido; 

For now twelve months were paſt and gone, 

Since ſpouſe lay cover'd with a ſtone. 

At firſt, indeed, tor faſhion-ſake, 0 

She muſt not reſt aſleep, or wake; 173 

The wretched'ſt woman ſure alive, 

The beſt of huſbands to ſurvive | 

O had /e dy'd ! (but *twas too late) 

To fave her dearee from his fate 
Poor Ten per Gent ] his hour was come, 

Ere he had half made up his plum. 

You'd ſwear {he'd learnt to mourn at ſchool ;. 

She ſigh'd by note, and wept by rule. 

The neighbours ſaw't ; and who but ſhe 

For conjugal ſincerity ! 
But now the farce was o'er, ſhe ſaw 

"Twas. time. the vizard to withdrayy... 
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'The fable weeds are thrown aſide, 

No more ſhe wrung her hands and cry'd ; 

But gay at all aſſemblies ſhone, 

And — who. was bleſt that lay alone? 

The charms of forty thouſand pound 

Drew from each quarter all around ; 

The templer ſpruce, and formal cit, 

The man of war, and man of wit: 

Fhe laſt indeed deſpair'd to win her, 

Vet ſtill purſu'd her for a dinner. 

For madam's gate, or ſhe's bely' d,, 

Stood ever hoſpitably wide. 

Good beef and mutton grac'd her table, 

And who ate moſt ſhe judg'd moſt able. 

The cloth remov d, the board was ſpread | 

With choice of wine, both white and red. 

Pipes and tobacco next appear, 

And tapers bright bring up the rear. 

-Now, by-the-by, Sir, you muſt — 

Our widow, whilom, made a vow, 

Tho” age and uglineſs o'ertook her, 

Never to wed with filthy ſmoaker ; 

And therefore lily laid a plot 

To try who ſmoakt, and who did not. 
Unhappy ſtate of human kind. 

To future evils ever blind ! 

The gilded pill we rafhly ſwallow; ' 

Nor heed what bitterneſs may follow. 

This to make out, and eke my tale, 

Qur lovers * both one and all. 


LS 


Unthinking 
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Unthinking of th* impending doom, 
Now ſpicy whiffs perfum'd the room; 
When ftraight the widow, ſans excule, - 
Their offers bluntly did refuſe. | 
Thus had ſhe packt off lovers plenty, 
Some ſay a dozen, others twenty; 
And now began to fear, I trow, 
Leſt ſhe were hamper' d in her vow: 
When lo! a ſwain of Jriſb race, 
With back of ſteel, and front of braſs, 
Reſolv'd Buxoma to aſſail, | 
And wiſely, that he might not fail, 
Struck in with Miſtreſs Migail. 
Now Ab:gails, the learned ſay, 
To ladies hearts can pave the way; 
The jade, unable to reſiſt | 
Fine pieces clapt in lilly fiſt, 
Betray'd (a mercenary whore!) 
The vow I told you of before, : 
And Mac ſucceeds in his amour. 
He wou'd not ſmoke, to fave his life, 
Prais'd the good taſte of Paul's wife: 
« 'Tobacco, fogh ! he cou'd not bear t, 
« Filthy concomitant of claret.“ 

Our widow chuckled here to find 
At laſt a lover to her mind.; 
And ſtraight an honeſt parſon got 
To tie the matrimonial knot. 
Here, to be ſhort, the weddifigday 
Was ate, and drank, and danc'd away 
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The wilhing Seid the Roaking threw, 
Teſted a while, and then withdrew. 


| - When loud the bridegroom gan to roar, | 


And bang his ſlipper paint the floor; 
* Here, bring a pipe.” A pipe !* ſhe cry'd— 
“ Nay, do not fret, good angry bride, 
* For 1 muſt ſmoak, or elſe — my dear, 
(Then whiſper'd ſomething in her . 
4 *Tis true, by heaven] my former ſpouſe: 
Lov'd to ſee pipes come in the houſe.” 
With wiſtful eye, poor madam view'd. 
Her dear deceiver, thought him rude ;, 
Yet ſilent lay, in ſad ſuſpence, 
Waiting the happy conſequence. _ 
Which, authors fay, ne did not miſs: 
The pipe was out, an eager kiſs 
Preluded to th' enſuing bliſs. 
He ſmoak'd a ſecond and a third, 

Nay, and a fourth too, tis averr'd ; | 
And ſtill the well-experienc'd dame 0 
Found the yet wiſn d- effect the ſame. 

Some have affirm'd, he was ſo ſtout 
To take a fifth ere he gave out.. 
What, yet again? the deuſe is in thee | 

* Nat, fetch the pound of Sh's Virginia, 

All the new pipes, and a freſh light; 
% Your maſter ſays he'll ſmoak all night.“ 
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L L you wie Hymen' s yoke would: prove, 
1 Come liſten to my ditty : ? 
The tale I ſing may chance to move 
Your laughter or your pity. 
To be a wife full thirty years, 
Nan various arts had try'd; 
And often ſaid, with ſighs and tears, 
She ne'er ſhou'd be a bride. 
To an old crone at length ſhe went, 
One fam'd for fat and ſin ; 
Relates her cauſe of .diſcontent, 
And begs advice therein. 


« Oh thou ! whoſe equitable ſkill 
L “Can dead mens thoughts ſupply ;. 
| © Help me, now living, to my will, 
| «- And make it when I die. 
« Aſſiſt, Priſcilla,” Nanny cry'd, 
« And eaſe an old maid's mind, 
4 For law-ſuits, wounds, and ſtars, thou pride 
« Of all the female kind. 
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« Oh, help me to ſome youthful mate, 
“And I thy fame will tell: 
Aſſiſt me to avoid the fate 


« Of leading apes in hell.“ | 
E 6 Pleas'd 
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And help the willing maid. 


Our modern ſparks more cunning "y_ 
„ © Court not like thoſe of old: 
For now each youth will doubly burn 


* For beauty and for gold, 


« Your waſh and paint are idle ſtuff 


Give out that you are rich: 
4 Of wooers then you'll have enough; - 
« Or ne'er ſay Tm a witch.” 


Man's ſoon beſet, as ſaid the hag,. 


With twenty am'rous ninnies,, 
By ſhewing oft a canvas bag 
Of counterfeited guineas. 


=, Among the reſt a youth | thers. comes. 


From boggy E nyſeellin ; 5 


| By perſecuting duns and bs 


Drove here to ſeek a living. 


A greater ſtranger none than he. 
ta To honeſty and pence 3 


Nor Henley more a foe cou'd be. 
To modeſty and ſenſe. 
And though his brawny back, oh Nan 4 
With future hopes did win ye ; 
Will prov'd, alas! no more a man, 
ben ſignior NMicholini. 


— 


Pleas'd with theſe words, the liens dame 
IJ ̃0o weeping Naumy ſaid: 
„ Once beauty's charms could raiſe a flame, 
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Each other glad to take in. | 
Will's ſtill in debt, Nan's ſtill a maid ; 
And both have prov'd miſtaken, 


And though, dear Nan / poor Will offends, 


Trangrefling nightly rules | 
He makes the town a large amends, 


By not increaſing fools. 
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NES” was not made to live at bing. 
He loves to get abroad and roam; 


The charms of novelty purſue, 

And fee the world he comes into. 
Hence firſt the boat, with ſlender oar, 
Was taught to ply the winding ſhore ; 
Next, bolder ſpread the ſwelling fail, - 
And ſtiffen'd to the wafting gale. - 

At land this roving. genius found. 

As many helps to ſhift its ground: 


* 


Hence 


mh . with cloth Ws. leather mm 


And waggons built, whoſe cumb'raus WY ; 


With giant bulk, indents the plain —— 
But what's this knowledge to a ſtory ?”? 
Read, on my friend, it lies before you. 
A Cheſhire damſel, young and gay, 
And blooming as the pride of A 
Admir'd and woo'd by many a ſwain, 
Whoſe vows ſhe heard with cold ung 
For pride had hiſper d to her mind, 
Her charms-were not for ſuch deſign'd ;- 
Of maids ſhe'd read, and read agen, 
Who marry'd lords or gentlemen z, 
Or rais'd by merchants of renown, 
Had rode in coaches of their own. 
If other virgins thus could riſe, | 
Why might not ſhe expect a prize? 
Ambition is a dang*rous. gueſt, - 
And ſoon-uſurps the female breaſt :. 
Poor Nell's aſpiring fancy glows, 
With London's viſionary ſhows ;; 
She loaths her former rural joys, - 
And longs for hurry, -crowds, and noiſe 3 
Buy day ſhe forms romantic ſchemes, 
By night ſhe ſhines in golden dreams; 
Her cheeks turn pale — her viſage ſtrange, 
Her mother wonders at the change. 
At length, by oft repeated-pray'r,.. 
She. wins her. to diſcloſe her care: 


And 


| CHESHIRE NELL. = 
And as ſhe finds her purpoſe bent. 7 

She gains her gaffer's kind conſentt . 

That Nell ſhould up to London go, 

And try what luck ſhe might come to 

Equip'd, and joyful at the heart, 

The maiden now prepares to part. 

A purſe with ſplendid ſhillings ſtor d, 

Her mother ſeals her from her hoard ; 

A broad Jacobus, fair and bright,. 

Is offer'd — as her father's mite : 

Tears ſtopp'd, and kind embraces giv _ 

They leave her to the charge of heaven; 

The place was ta en - the waggon read. 

And Nil, in proſpect, quite a lady. 

Now ſafely had the traveil'd on, 

Within.a ſtage. of London town, 

When a deep ſlough, by chance unſeen, 

O'erturn'd the cumberſome machine: 

Faſt ſtick. the wheels, the-axles break, 

Loud bawl the men — the females ſqueak: 

The horſes in the quickſand flounce, 

Trunks, boxes, from the ſtowage bounce z. 

Confuſion reigns — while in the fall, 

Extenſive ruin threatens all: p 

One bruis'd to death, and others hurt, 

Who lie half ſmother'd in the dirt; 

While loud the noiſy drivers fwear.— 

For damage, they are: bound to bear.. 

Amidſt the pool of mire and clay, 
Poor Nell diſtrefs'd and breathleſs lay; 


_- 
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| Her lovely limbs with mud o'erſpread, . 
- Limbs! worthy of a ſweeter bed! 
Her dreams of future wealth and ftate, 
All ſcatter'd by the blaſts of fate, N 
Till a kind youth — who, bound for town, 
Was in the ſame diſaſter thrown, 5 
Took pity on the maiden's caſe, 
And help'd her from the dang'tous place. 
Her beauties thus with filth beſmear d, 
How fad the alter'd maid appear d! e 
Diſabled now to travel on, - 
She trudges to the neighb'ring town ; *- 
| Aſham'd— avoiding to be ſeen, . 
She ſeeks the ſhelter of an inn 
Where, weeping, ſhe relates her chance 
With each important circumſtance :- _ 
Deſcribes the place they tumbled down, 
And how the wheel had torn her gown. 
Heedleſs, the folks the ſtory hear, 
Tho” grac'd with many a pearly tear; 


Alas! the thought not all her pain 


Was joy to them— which brought them gain, 
_ Three days reliev'd with food and reſt, 
New ſpirits warm'd her youthful breaſt ; 
Ambition, by her late diſgrace 
Expell'd, reſum'd its former place; 

And now, ſo near her journey's end, 

F , ſhe hopes, will learn to mend. 


 » Hockley in the Hi, where thi ny PEE 


- 


CHESHIRE NELI.. | 89 


But ah ! new clouds the ſky o *erſpread, 
New miſchiefs hover round her head; 
Prepar'd to part with early day, 
A dreadful reck*ning ſtands to pay ! 
A reck' ning by misfortune run: 
Her purſe ſhe ſeeks - her purſe is gone 
Loſt, when ill fate her project croſs'd, 
And never miſs'd till wanted moſt. 
My purſe is loſt!*— all pale ſhe eries, 
« Your purſe ! — the ſurly hoſt replies, 
« ] never ſaw it in my door, : 
« You mean to cheat me of my ſcore. 
“Three days you entertain'd have been, 
c Nor have I yet a ſhilling ſeen.” _ 
In vain fair Nel wept and pray'd, 
The hoſt was deaf to all ſhe faid : 
He ſtamps, he calls — two furies come, 
And ſtrip the: damſel in the room. 
« Now lady-errant, trudge away,” | 
(The landlord'ories)--- © yet if you'll tay, 
« Pl, ſince you're likely, give you wages 3 
« We want a wench to ſerve the ſtages : 
« You need not flight the place I proffer, 
There's London girls would take the offer. 
Friendleſs --- dejeed--- in diſgrace, 
What could Ne do but take the place? 
Here, a poor drudge for preſent bread, 
The diſappointed damſel ſtay d: | 
A daily ſlave of toilſome care, 
Imperious uſage forc'd to bear; 


Obſcene 


* 


Obſcene uc. the whiſper 8 


+ \ T'yrannic oaths,. anc 
Till by CE” I annie), Ty 


all that's rude : 


As patterns teach, and precepts fail, 


Her pride grew leſs —ſhe loft her ſhame ; 


Emerging from the ſandy wave, 


| Rejoic'd he ſpies a cooling cave; 


For gain ſhe ſold her virgin fame, | 
And where ſhe refuge fought from grief, 
Periſh'd beyond the world's relief. byge 

| Shipwreck'd on A4fr:ic#'s deſart coalt,, 

So fares it with a ſtranger loſt; 


In hopes of ſhelter mends his way,, Pe THe, 


But falls a bloody tyger's prey. 


ee. 
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By the rich flavour of Tokay  __ 
Allur'd, about the brim they play; Mos 


They light, they murmur, then begin 


* 
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Together dip, together riſe ;- 


To lick; and fo at length flip in: 
Embracing cloſe each ãnſect lies, 


— 


Ss The dame, poſſeſs d of wealth and caſe, 


You'd ſwear they love, and yet they ſtrive 

Which ſhall be funk, and which ſurvive. 
Such feign'd amours, and real hate, 

Attend the matrimonial ſtate z 

When facred vows are bought and ſold, 

And hearts are ty'd with threads of gold. 
A nymph there was who, fame has ſaid, 

No hair adorn'd her infant head; _ 

A certain fign, the learn'd declare, 

That (guarded with uncommon care} 

Her virtue might remain at ten 

Impregnable, to boys or men. 

-But from that Era we'll proceed, 

To find her in a widow's weed ; _ 

Which all love's chronicles agree, 

She wore juſt turn'd of twenty-three ; 3 

For an old ſot ſhe call'd her mate, 

For jewels, pin- money, and plate. 


Had no more appetites to pleaſe: 
That which provokes wild girls to ve. 
Fiel It ne er enter'd in her head. 
Vet ſome prolific planet ſmil'd, 
And gave the pair a chopping child; . 
Entitled by the law to claim : 
Her huſband's chattels, and his name : 
But was ſo like his mother ! ſhe 
The queen of love, her Cupid he. 

This matron fair, for ſpouſe decade, | 
Had _ d ſore, a week at leaſt . 
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Which had lain dead full many a day. 
From plays and balls ſhe now refrain'd, 
To a dark room by cuſtom chain d; 
And not a male for love or "hens 
But the dear hopes of two years old. 
The maids fo long in priſon pent, 
Aſk leave to air; ſhe gives conſent: 
(For health is riches to the poor) 
But Tom muſt ſtay to guard the door, 
In reading Sherlock ſhe'd employ 

Her ſolitude, and tend the boy. 


Anga ſeem'@to grudge the worms that prey, 


When madam ſees the coaſt is clear, 5 


Her ſpirits mantle and career; | 
Diffuſing ardour through her mien; 
Pity they ſhould condenſe to ſpleen- 
But now by honour ſhe's confinꝰd, 

Who flutter d once as free as wind: 
And on a maſquerading morn;. | 
By ſix ſecurely could return; 
Having, to ſeal him ſafe till nine, | 
With opium drugg'd her ſpouſe's wine. 
This the gay world no worſe would hold, 
Than had ſhe only chang'd his gold; 
The ſpecies anſwer'd all demands, 


And only paſs'd through other hands. 
But honour now preſeribes the law 


4 The tyrant keeps her will in awe :. | 
For charity forbids to roam, y 
And not a chirterting & hoine.< gull b*) 
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What ! We ſtowach, and no meat? 3 
In pity, Sue, provide a treat! 
Can widows feed on dreams and wiſhes, 
Like hags on viſionary diſhes ? _ 
Impoflible ! through walls of ſtone 
Hunger will break, to knaw a bone. 

Want oft”, in times of old, we read, 
Made mothers on their infants feed; 

And now confſtrain'd this matron mild, 
To grow hard-hearted to her child. 
Her darling child ſhe pinch'd ; he ſquawl'd; _ 

In haſte the fav'rite footman's call'd, 

To pacify the peeviſh chit ; 

For who' but he could do the feat? 

He ſmarting ſore, refus'd to play; 

But bade man Thomas beat mamma. 
She laughing, ſoon avow'd her flame 
By various figns that want a name. 
The lacquey faw with trembling joy, 
Gay humour dancing in her eye; 
And ſtraight, with equal fury 266940 
Began th' attack; the dame retir'd : 
And haply falling as ſhe fled, 

He beat her till ſne lay for dead: 

But (with new vigour for the ftrife) 
Soon with a ſigh return'd to life. 

Think ye ſhe'd e' er forgive her fon, 
For what the naughty man had done? 

She did! yet ſpited with his pain, 

He ſounds th' alarm to charge again. 
| 4 | But, 
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But, Squire, conſult your potent ally, 
| Whether he's yet prepar'd to rally ——— 
Yes; blood is hot on either fide;  * 


5 Another combat muſt be try d. 
1 - She knew the foe cou'd do no more, 
4 Than at the firſt attack ſhe dare 
j So at his little malice ſmil'd, 
| And . come on! To pleats tho child, 
| þ | | 
| Tur TAMING or THE SHREW: E 7 
| parrus, Kap beſpoke a 3 4 : 
$1 Let'me beg a ſingle favour ; | 0 
Ay quo' Rabph, e' en two or three, 


1 And right welcome heartily. 
= - Why then, quo“ Simon, (ſuch he was, 


| An eaſy even- temper'd aſs;) | : 
| You know full well my ſtate of life, E 
Yok'd to that galling load a 1. 


A peſt confound the plaguy name! 
1 Her tongue wou'd make a tyger tame: 
By all that's good, my une lend, 
I really think it has no end; 
or ever jarring, always teazing, 


Not {till a moment, never ceaſing ; | 
a - Perpetual 


a noiſing; in my ears, | | 
Day after day, weeks, months, and. years. 
I' ve try'd to pleaſe her all I can, 
Done all that's in the po 'r of man 

And after all (the greater curſe) 
I really think ſhe's rather worle. - 
In ſhort ſhe may the maxim boaſt, 

She's of thoſe wives thut rule the roaſt, 
P've often thought, in this my ſtation, 
T'expoſe her tongue to law and nation; 

To undergo the ancient rule 

Of Shimmington or Ducking-/tool: 

And I do ſtill the thought e | 

If you ſhou'd think 'twill ame a ſrew. 
Why I ſhou'd think, .quo* Rahb, indeed, 

Since both by learned men agreed, 

To be the cure of noiſe and ſtrife; 

No doubt but both will cure thy wife. 

Try which you will of one and t' other: 

| And if one won't do,. try the other. 

But ſoft, quo? Sim, give each their merit, 

I've this to add, by way of credit; 

Although her clapper never ceaſe, 

Her fiſt and Kringe hold their peace. 
Why that, quo * Rahh, is to her credit, 

And to thine too, that thou haſt ſaid it: 

For, ſpeaking truth, in both your praiſe, 

It ſeldom happens now a-days ; 

And I've heard ſay, in days of yore, 

That one, a great philoſopher, * 


* n 


A man 


— 
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A man of parts, and very learned, 
Who by his brain all truths diſcerned ; | 
Not only weds a termagant,z* 
- But, both in one, —a combatant : e 
And what is more than either thoſe, 
Not fatisfy'd at home with blows) 
Abroad ſhe d pull him by the noſe. 
By this, thy wife is not the firſt, = 
And, thank thy ſtars, ſhe's not the worſt. 
Therefore the ſtool's the fitteſt place, | 
The ſureſt ſign of her diſgrace; 
But then conſider, filly elf, 
By branding her, you brand yourſelf. 
Why ay, quo” Sim, there lies th' objection; 
Myſt her diſgrace cauſe my reflection? A | 
- Muſt I endure an equal ſhame, {oa 
When only ſhe,” my wife's, to blame? 
Rather ſhe blam'd by me alone, 
| Than I be blam'd by ert) one. 
If ſo, quo* Ralph, whene'er again 
Thy wife begins her noify ſtrain 
Then lay before her, this her caſe, 
Shewing the crime, and the diſgrace ; 
With all the ſhameful ills attending, 
In hopes twill make ſome ſmall amending. 
Alas! quo? Sim, you preach in vain, 5 
I've told her o'er and oer again, 
If ſhe'd not ceaſe, the neighbours wou'd 
Ae her for the public good; 


” Aantippee „„ | 
+ | And 


- Minds me of ſomething like the ſame. 
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And ſure as half the hearing paſt her, * | ne 
So ſure her tongue wou'd gallop * 288 
For I've obſerv'd by often trial, „ 
Her tongue will ſuffer no denial: _ 
If ſhe inſiſt that black is white, 
My anſwer's always — you ſay right. 4 
Woman's delight is contradiction, „ 
(Juſt as your poet-men love 1 1 
Bid em ſay this, and do ye that, 
They l do and fay the oppoſite. 
In truth, quo Rahph, thy obſervation 15 
Is good in law, in church, and nation 
Founded on reaſon and good ſenſe, | | 
On truth, and long experience: 
And what concerns thy noify dame, 


6-4 
* * 
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When T my bargain Kate took firſt, 


Whether for better or for worſe, 


Her tongue than mine wou'd ne'er go faſter, 
She was call'd miſtreſs, and FE CONT... a 
A while we kept thus j Jogging ny, 1 
Juſt as we quietly begun, I TW 
Till at the laſt, Kate found her tongue. [xt 

One ev'ning coming home full late, 
Up ſtarts the tongue with (miſtreſs Nate: 


Pray what: d'ye mean, you ill-bred hog, 
« You ſtinking beaſt, you drunken dos? _ 
% Muſt I all day be kept at home, 
« Mop'd by myſelf here, all alone ? 

Vor. H. 


1 F. ; „ While 
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Can go and come Juſt when you pleaſe. 
% D'ye think I'll Tead this helliſh life? ?. 


e Curſe on the ſtars that made me wife ny | . 


w7 While eee u at og 35 . 


Hey day! quo 1 why how now, ww | | 


| Pray what) may, all this language 100 5 
Muſt T-aſk leaye to go and come, 


And if not granted ſtay at home: ? IEG Sr s #11 


Tis I ſhou'd lead a helliſh life; 
Aman can't ſtir without his wife * 
What ! art thou marry d, ſilly fool, 


And knoweſt not the marriage rule? ; 


"That men and dogs have leave to roam, 


But wives and cats mult ſtay at home? 


| Ceaſe, pr'ythee ceaſe, thy noiſy ſtrain; 
Nor let me hear the like again. 135 
With that ſhe ſwell'd her wide grimace, | 
And ſpit her venom in my face. 
I thought, in truth, twas then high tine 


To nip the bud before — 3:5 c--: ; 'Þ 0 5 


Nor had I yet the rule ſorgot , 
o farike the iron while tis hot. | 

I ſtepp'd aſide, left madam there, 

And pull'd the halter off the mare. 

In this right-hand ſecur'd her fate, 


And in this other, miſtreſs Late hot - ? 


| Come, come, quo L. my-ſhirdy jene, 
We'll try for maſter, who ſhall win it. 
At firſt ſhe rode a little ruſty, 
But I laid on with laſhes luſty; 3 


— 


And 
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And gave her handlomely her hires ey |: e 
Till at the laſt Kate gan to tire; e e,; 2208 
I ful laid on es I begun, 7 i 
By means of which I maſter won | 
And by which means, Kate loſt her tongue,” 1 15 | 
And from that very time to this, ns e e e = OS 
Kate, nor her tongue, e'er went amiſs. 180 4 6 | 
What think you now? quo? ncighbour «Roby | 9 

I think, quo' Sim, in thy behalf: a 1 


And had T heard the like before, 6 
I might, like thee, had joys in ſtore. 
But ſtill there hope remains however, 
And hopes are better late than never: 
II therefore try thy kind receipt, 
With all its benefits repeat; 
And if I find its virtues ſave her, eee 
Pl ever thank thee for the favour; „ 

A welfare wiſh'd on either fide, 5 
Our neighbour Simon homewards hyd. 
And &er he ventur'd to the houſe, N 
Procur'd the balſam for his ſpouſe : —©@— 
No ſooner come, and fat him down, e 
But madam Madge let looſe her tongue; ; 
Exclaiming in her uſual note, N 
With hideous how], and ſqualling throat: 
And for't no other reaſon knowing, 
But lik'd to hear her clack a-going. 
Pleas'd with the project, fimp'ring Sim | 
Av" her muſic with a grin ; 

F 2 | And, 
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. "Rs at as . unto ae 0 
. || Serv'd to inflame her ſpirits 41 og hs ale": 
. =—_ choak'd with ſpleen, and ſpent with rage, 
No other way her heat taſſwage, | 
{ £ But out it muſt, to her diſgrace, | 
Revil'd him cuckold to his face. .. _ 
Sim, thinking then he had withſtood 
Sufficient proof of fleſh and blood, 
Reſolv d to follow Rahph's direction, 7 
And purge her crime with due correction: 
A | Now for t, quo? Sim, while time doth aſh |. 
”. Since time's no time when time is paſt ; 
Pve long endur'd thy venom'd tongue, 
With calumny and ſlander hung; 
And when foul words have .been my ſhare, 
Have hitherto return'd thee fair: 
But fince in vain, a way Ill try, 
Its foul defects to rectify. _ . 
No more he ſaid, but out he drew . 
His friend's receipt to tame a fbrew; 
- Prepar'd it, as it was prefcrib'd, 
And all its hidden charms apply'd; 
aʃiauade madam's manners ſtand the teſt, 
= An found the cure — e * 
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GHAKESPE AR's receipt to tame a bee. 
May ſometimes, but won't mount do; 
If bare aſſertion's not enough, | 
The preſent tale affords a proof. | 
Richard ſpy'd John, and call'd out to him, 
He was ſo chang' d, Jobn ſcarcely knew him: 
Once he was briſk, and gay, and merry; 
His eyes were ſloes, his cheeks were cherry * 
He us'd to laugh, and dance, and ſing: 
Now he was quite another. thing. 
Pale were his cheeks, his eyes were dim 
His clothes too big by half for him; 
He figh'd as if his heart was broke: 
He ſigh'd, alas] but ſeldom ſpoke... 
John was amaz d, and thought it. ſtrange, 
To find in Di this ſudden change: 
Whence could this alteration come: 
He ſpoke to Dick, but Dick was dumb. 
« Poor Ball, friend Richard, is't not fo? _ 
« Ball is elop'd.” — Quoth Richard, © No.“ 
Is Gripe, your good old uncle, dead? 
Dich anſwer d, No, and ſhook his head. 
« Why then, I'll lay my life that Sally 
« ( You two together us'd to dally) | 
“Has ſent you home a babe to nurſe, | 
« Ha! Dick £” Diet anſwer'd, © Ten times nh.” 
Silent ſome moments here he tarry'd; _ 
Then, Oh!' EO Dick, Oh, Jahn I'm mary d. 5 
. N « Marry'd?” 
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« Marry'd?” © Ay, — Say'ſt thou fo, my boy? , 
With all my heart I wiſh thee cal mu fo, 
Joy does no more to me ba 
How ſo?” Oh! Kate has ſuch a tongue, 
ghe contradicts whateer I tell her; 
Keeps both the keys of purſe and cellar ;. ; 
Lives as ſhe liſts, but all won't do, 

© She ſnubs me loud; before folks too; 

© And, if I chance to ſtay out late, 

] muſt be catechis'd by Kate.“ 

« Some method ſhould be try d, ſays John. 

| « Method l' quoth Dich, © there is but one: 
© Acroſs our ſtable hangs a ſhelf '— 5 


3 * 


Thou doſt not mean to hang thyſelf 2' | WA 


Ves; death alone muſt end my forrow bf 
Adieu, dear John, T die to-morrow.” 

What; hang thyſelf ? cauſe Kate i is curſt > 
Egad, I'd ſee Kate hang'd up firſt; 

« Friend Dick, this talk is monſtrous idle! 

« Try a good horſe-whip or a bridle 

«You find old Fobfor, in the farce, ' 

Preyented tlius'domeſtick 5 jats's FR 
„ When Nell his wife let looſe her OW 

He us'd moſt heartily to ſtrap wm 

« And by this uſage, we are told, 

« Tam'd Toverulè s wife, a noted kald : 

« Friend Richard; try one hearty banging ; 4 

&« If that ſhould. fail, then talk of hanging.“ 

Richard reply'd, < What thou adviſeſt, 


0 F mens Jon, . me Te beſt . wiſeſt. 
l « Who.” 
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ho knows, it may ſuffice, perhap, 
„Only to ſhow my wife the ſtrap? 


© Howe'er, I'll with difcretion deal it, 4 120 
As Kate requires, to ſee or feel it. 
Here they broke off, and ſet a trudging . 


Dick to his wife, and John to's 9 Bey) 
Kate, a luſty, Rout Virago, A nag 

Pamper'd herſelf with ſoup and ſago, e 

And was, the neighbours all agree, 23 


A match for two ſuch men as he. Z 1 
Thus it appears; read but the ſeque! I | 
You'll find, Dick wasn't near her equal. „ | 
For he to John. ſoon after goes, -* = * | 


A plaiſter ſtuck quite croſs his noſe, | 890 l 
His face up to his « eyes was ſwell'd, 0 „ 
A worſe: before was ne'er beheld ; jd FO POTTY | 
Back, belly, ſides, in ſhort all o'er, © 
The man was ſo confounded fore, - 
He could not bear the gentleſt touch, 
And ſcarce could go without a crutch. 
Mercy!“ cried” an. * nee, ad dais taps 
pen! 1% 
Quoth Dick, © Tas you told me of of Rrapping 3 TH 
And, but for following your advice, 
I had been hang'd, and *ſcap'd all this. ene 
© Alack a-day ! why Kate no ſooner 
Found that I was about to tune her, -  * 
Hut it enrag'd her ſo, and vext her, 
That ſhe laid hold of what came next herr; 
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8 Stools, tables, ſauce- pane, plates, and e 
80 ' Flew, thick as hail, about my ears. | 
© She call d me bold, rebellious fool; 

* Aﬀe'd why ſhe marry'd, but to rule? 
© And with her talons, and her fiſt, $A 
Has ſcratch'd and bruis'd me, as thou belt; 
© Therefore, to ſhun all future ſorrow, 
* Depend upon't, I'll hang to-morrow.” 
Here John began a grave diſcourſe : 
« Art, ſometimes, triumphs over force; 
« Towns that by ſtorm would ne'er been . 
Haye by blockade (mind that !) been hem 3. 

« People muſt eat, Dick, elſe they die; 

„ (Firſt we affirm, and then apply ;) hen ff 
Thus, Dich, ſhoulg/ſt thou withold 580 — i 

( Without which life's not worth re. 57 

ppite of her furious temper, Kate | 

« Wou'd, by degrees, capitulate. 
Only let careful. queſt be made * 
0 intercept all foreign ad; 
4 And though ſhe be a luſty warrior, 

And thou haſt had the luck to marry her, 

Affairs will for the better alter— _ 

Take my advice, and burn thy halter.“ 

| Richard, as we may learn from hence, 
Thinking no more than lit'ral ſenſe, | 

WMeply'd, Thou art a ſimple ton) 

<1 told thee, Kate keeps all the money; 

| © Therefore tis vain what you obſerve ;.”_ 

© Not ſhe, but I am like to ſtarve.” 


. 
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Tux F OOLISH ENQUIRY. 105 
«] mean,” —faid Fohn,—and whiſper'd low, 5 9 
But what, we could not juſt then know. Wael 2 
Howe'er you'll doubtleſs, by th' event, 
Along with us, gueſs what it meant. 
Few weeks were paſt, the neighbours tell, 
Ere Dick had play'd his part ſo well, _ 
That, for the future, Kate abhorr'd 
To lift her hand againſt her lord; | 
Inſtead of thund'ring words, they hear: 
« What time dye pleaſe to dine, my dear? 
If Dick but point towards the door, 
Kate knows the hint, nor waits for more. 
Things in their proper courſe go on, 
And Dich in raptures runs to John. 


+4... 


Tax. FOOLISH INQUIRY. | 
e ERS 
— Nd fſeire non prodeſt, Fase querere. 


12 him, who takes a beauty to his arms, 

Like her not worſe, if all admire her 20 11 

The wretch who does a haggard beldam wed, 

In hopes to reign unrival'd in his best.. 

Is like the niggard, who provides ſuch. meat 

Hintlf abhors, that others may not eat. N 
. 


| e Tu FOOT bv: 


7 oflin, a hind of matrimonial make, 

55 ſmiling Sally for his help-mate take. 

I be fields his toil and pleaſure, her's the uk 3 

The flocks his care, and her's to milk the cows. 

Equal their labours, equally. they lo !; 

That both were pleas d, their mutual fondneſs prov'd.. 

One gloomy day, he, mowing his rough OR 

Studious ſurvey d each feature in the glaſs: 

This beetle brow; he faid, can Salh like? 

This length öf chin ſo nice a damſel ſtrike 5 : 

Can ſhe be true to ſuch a ſwain as me? EY 

Fair, and yet chafte ? oh! it can never be. 

-, Curſt jealouſy, the bane of nuptial joys, 
Like nut-bred maggots, the ſweet fruit deſtroys. ; 
Frantic) at laſt, he to his Sally goes, 

And does his agonizing fears diſcloſe : _ 

Haſt thou been falſe, (he cry'd) the truth declare, 

I'd rather know the worſt of truths than fear: 

I from my ſoul forgive — dear Sally ſpeak. 


Thus urg'd, the fiir with tears did filence bre: 


Once, deareſt ( twas but once, and for thy ſake) 
I did the matrimonial contract break. 

The handſome Squire (you to the fair was gone) 
A viſit made, and found me all alone. | 
Smooth was his tongue, and he, for conqueſt dreſs" a, 
My trembling lips with eager kiſſes preſs'd. {i 


Kifſes, nor dreſs, nor his ſmooth tongue cou'd move 


My faithful heart to deeds of lawleſs love. | 


4 Repuls'd ! 1. he fad —« * Since courtſhip c: can- 


not gain 


* A favour r be par d 5 Dan Gain 


Sighs 


| 4 
1 
. 


[ 
Sighs heav'd 45 brealt kope — Na need 6 i 
> tears; 5 67 F * . We Wo Tie * af 12 0 "Mt SEE YL E- is 


« Pay me with love, an aid All arrears.” 
Strong the temptation, and our ſex is frail; 


Yer Intereſt did, not wantanneſe prevail.” 14 * _— 
Shou'd he, I thought, diſmantle Ur ſuect farms.” WT” W 
Pleaſure, once ſtol'n, wou d leſs my J er 1 


Forgive your Salhy then, and ne er upbraid; 

Here's the receipt in full L our rent is paid. 
Penſive he mus'd on what his Salhy ſaid. 
And to himſelf this wiſe reflection mad: 
Suſpicions none but marry'd fools perplex, . 4 _ 
Who curious ſeaxchfor what, when known, vin veXgy- 
Sancho, his brother, choſe an ugly alf he: 

Frightful to others, hated by himſelf, 
Cou'd jealouſy poſſeſs a man fo wiyd? 
And yet this wretch his Hecatiſſa meis- d. 
„Tell me, but tell me true, haſt kept thy vows? 

4 Or dignify*d thy lawful huſband's bros.? 

His crooked rib reply'd — © Some for delight, | | 
Their worthleſs huſbands dub, and ſome for ſpite, . F 
© I knew thee wicked — for thy foul I fear'd ;- 

That cuckolds go to heav'n, I oft had heard, 

© So aſx'd a hundred, but not one cou'd find, 

(Till Tem the tinker came) wou'd be fo kind. ** 

Nor wou'd my paſſion the coy rogue relie ve. 

© Unleſs our old braſs kettle I wou'd give... | 
Regret not what's decreed, ye ſons of earth: : _ 4 


The ram, or ou preſided at your birth ! 
F Tal hah * ate! 


* * x 


Farsd to backs . af e bed 
Fair Sally ſells, what Hecati iſo _ ay 


ha i 'M 0 R A Fi. 


5 * E huſbands who have gotten wines, 
5 Ve bachelors without em, M 
If you wou' d lead contented lives, - TEES 
Ne'er plague your heads about r 
15 wn women once are giv'n- to change, 

If love a freak has ſent em, 
In ſpite of all your eare they'l} range; 

Not Argus can prevent _ 
The faults, which they have wit to hide, 1 
Can never diſcontent you. 1 
The jealous they will ne er ile: 

E'en * em as n me 


* 
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Tas CASE. 1s ALTERD. 5 


19 


A T A L E. 
Fos obe E held A farm, and fmil'd content, 
While one year pay'd another's rent: 
But if he ran the leaſt behind, 
Vexation ſtung his anxious mind: 
- For not an hour would landlord ſtay, 
But feize the very quarter day ;— | 
| „ | How 


* 


Though urg'd'with truth 


T CASE 1s! AL ER D -_ | 


How cheap ſ6e'er, or ſeant che Brain, 7 

ms we'd in vin 
The ſame to him, if falſe, nee 
For rent mu/? come when rent was due - 


- * 1 £ be 
* 7 
1 18 & 

* 


VPeet that ſame landlord's cows and feeds 


| Broke Hodge's fence, and cropt his eh 
In hunting, that ſame landlord's hounds, | 
See ! how they ret hs new-ſo grunts 1 
Dog, horſe, and man, alike o'erjoy'd, 
While half the riſing crop's deſtroy d: 
Yet tamely was the loſs ſuſtain'd —— - 
Tis faid, the ſuff rer once complain'd;  _. 
The *$quire laugh'd loudly while he ſpoke, 
And pay'd the bumkin— with a joke. 
But luckleſs ſtill, poor Hodee's fate ! = 
His worſhip's bull has forc'd a gate, 
And gor'd his cow, the laſt and beſt; 
By ſickneſs he had loſt the reſt. 

Hodge felt at heart reſentment ſtrong; 

The heart will feel that ſuffers long: - 

A thought that inſtant took his head, 

And thus within himſelf, he ſaid; 

If "Hodges, for once, don't fling the _—_ 

May people poſt him for a lyar.? 
He faid ; — acroſs his ſhoulder throws BW” is 508 
His fork, and to his landlord goes. 27:1 % 
II come, an' pleaſe ye, to unfold | 
« What ſoon, or late, you muf? be told. 
A bull, (a creature tame till now) 
N bull has gor'd your worſbip's cow, — 
| «Tis 
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This caſe will alter, too, beyond the ks e ell 
8 ö 1 Be, * if * 1 10 5 


brris known eee 1 


Perhaps your; honour may forgive - 


Forgive! the Squire reply'd, and — 
* 0 cant We; fargive,, n . 1. 


& And kn dis Ill be f/ d. 


Think, Sir, Im poor, YAN off nl 
— © Think, Im a'JusTtcs, think of tart 198 
Hadge bow'd again, and p b his Oy" | 
And, recollecting, archly ſaid, _ 


Sir, I'm ſo truck, when here before ye, 


6 I fear, I've ed e theory” — — 
„ Fore Gegrge ! but I'll not blunder na,; 


Hur's was the bull, Sir! wur the cow 1". 
His worſhip Sund his rage ſubſide, . 


And with calm accent thus reply d: 
I'll think upon your caſe to-night — -.. 


But, I perceive, tis alter d guts, 


Hodge ſhrugg dr and made another bow, 


55 An' pleaſe ye! who's a an bsi: 


MOR A L. of” 


On the ame caſe whet diff · rent * are n 
When thought another's, and when thought en 
The rich. {till born the needy to enſlave} 
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Wanne temper, that made Cato great, 
Hodge bore, nor murmur' d at, his hag 
Ott, as at work, and oft in bed, 

Theſe were the thoughts that rack'd Mts head 2 
My landlord's fortune how immenſe! SY 
His thouſands, more than Hodges penee. 
Nor ſorrow has, nor cauſe for ſorrow ; 
© He lives to-day, nor dreads to- morrow. 

© Some are to ſink, and ſome to thrive ; 
Sure he's the happieſt man alive P Wen fg 

But what friend Hodge affirms, we doubt * | 
Is bliſs conſiſtent with the gout ? 
The juſtice, tipling with the vicar, 

Is ev'ry night diſguis d in liquor 
If ſober, not the gout fo bad z _ 
For tha he thinks, and then is mad. 41 
His thoughts when cool, ſhould Hodge be yy 
*Twou'd make him ſpurn that trifle, gold. 

« This wealth, for which the world careſs, 
« How vain, how impotent, to bleſs ! 4 
« Without the power to ſleep or eat, 

« I'm juſtice, ſquire, and wretch compleat i 
«© This foot's intolerable pain 

4 Has try'd a thouſand drugs in vain; 

« And what preſcription can appeaſe 
“This mind's incurable diſeaſe? _.. | 
There's Hodge — (and yet he envies me) 
* to be half fo bleſt as he. 
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27 * Tus CASE NAL TER D. 
But ſcenes are ſhifting ; ; fever . 
An unble's:life 3 a farm deſcends 72 
To Hodge ; and now he ploughs no more 
The land his worſhip leas'd before; 
No crop deſtroy d, no rent to pay, 
He lays up ſubſtance ev'ry dax. 
| The Juftice, on his prancing mare, 5 
Attempts a gate, ſhe throws him there: 
There, at the gate the bull came through, 
When Hoage's cow he gor d, and-flew. 1 
From whence the whiſp'ring neighbours know. 
What caus d this fatal overthrow. 
I be roſy vicar next came by, _- 
And found him with a broken thigh, —- 
| Tis ſet —in vain! — it mortifies 1. | 


Tue Squire, before to-morrow, „ 


His daughter's call'd — an only child — 
A girl of parts, or had been ſpoil d. | 
Daughter, I'm going! don't repine! 

u But lead a better life than mine. 
4 Of all my crimes, none ſting me more 
Than injuries I've done the poor. 
„ O] promiſe me, before theſe friends, | 
_ « To make that injur'd Hodge amends ! 
At more, with falt'ring tongue, he ty d, 
But fetch'd a dreadful groan, and dy d. 
-His corpſe, when decently interr'd, 
The dying charge to mind recurr'd. 
e Yes! Tl] fulfill this laſt requeſt ; 

« (Noch * but what method beſt? __ 
1 60 Suppos 


1&7. 
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2 1 
+: 3 


« Suppoſe; (her heart began to fy) "Up | 
« Suppoſe twere done the nuptial way {2 

'« No doubt but I might flaunt for life, 

« A glitt'ring, and a wretched wife. 

“Though Hodge has little, I have ſtore 

« What mod'rate pair would wiſh for more: * 

« By bearing well his adverſe fate, | 

« His merit claims a happier ſtate.. ..,. 

« An honeſt heart, in nature's veſt, Tg 

« Will make a rural virgin bleft! © 
And Hedge is young, and tall, and ſtrait, 

« Of gentle blood, though ſmall eſtate. 

« His father loſt, with juſt applauſe, 

« His fortune in his country's cauſe. 


She ſaid, and for the farmer ſent, * 1 


And geg Sick hingi e eee 

That ev'ry eve for half a year, 
He came with neither ſhame nor fear: N. 21 7 

He came; but ſeldom went away 

Till midnight, or the dawn. of day. world rivet 
The morn was fix'd, Cs +. 1 
Hedge to the manſion leads his bridmam 
Succeeds the Squire in lands and ſtore, 


4 


And clothes, and feeds, the Ing: Poor 5. Me} 


And 'tis the univerſal cry, 333 3 
n ond want bin vi it 8 | 


MORAL, 


If bliß for bliſs ftil paſs'd, and woe for woe, 


The lot * moſt were equal, een below: 
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E h, or r the poor e IH 

=: oO; if AS apparent. ;wrongs obtain, . 

© The virtuous mourners, and o'erjoy'd the van, 
Ott een on earth, the ſhifted ſcenes we view. 


Vice meets its ou and Worth 5 ens its f 5 
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Farmer 
wx To pay the-worthy 
He ir helen Ov Wet e Wo its: bs, 
Who at the door ſuch gueſt :detaing'? © 
Forth ſtruts the *Squire, exceeding ſnares." | 
« Farmer, youre: eee to "oy Wenke * 


e The beſt of onto Rom 55 
The ſteward's calld, accounts made 2 

And money paid, receipt is given. ne 

Well, quoth the Squire, you now n boy, 

„ And dine with me, old friend, to-day :: 2 1 70 A 

_ & P've here ſonte ladies wond'rous pretty, eee 

And pleaſant ſparks too, that will fit thee.”* 
Hi ſeratch'd his ears, and held his 1 
And faid; © 'No, Hur,” two . to that.” Be 

6 190 ESE Rom to For 
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Tur FARMER's/BLUNDER.” 1 . 


For lock d'ye zee, when I'ze do dine * 
With gentlefolks zo eruel fine 520 f 
© Tze uſe to make (and tis no wonder) _ 2 
In deed, or word, zome plag y ei 95 
5 * 20; if your honour will permit, ; 
I'll with your zarvants pick a bit = 5 UT 
« Pho,” fays the Squire, it ſhan't be d Cone, re 
And to the parlour puſh'd him on. i de f t Sh 
To all around Hob nods and ſcrapes, 26 
Not waiting-maid or butler ow 5 Slat” ro mc, 08 
With often bidding takes his ſeat, % hr BB. 
But at a diſtance mighty great 
Tho! often aſk'd to draw his chain 
He nods, nor comes an inch more near. 
By madam ſerv d, with body bended, CLI e . 
With knife and fork, and arms extended; 
He reach'd as far as he Was able 
To plate, that over-hung the table : 
With little morſels cheats his chops, 1 46 24.195 0 | 
And in the paſſage ſome he dross 
To ſhey whete moſt his heart inclin'y, — unn 
He talk d and drank to John behind | Ri fs 
When drank to in the modiſſi way, W dT. 
Jour love's ſufficient, Zur, he'd ſay; ' 
And to be thought a man of manners 410k 
Still roſe to make his awkward ue 5 d bau 
« Piſh,” ap, th "Squire, pray keep your d. 
5 a. LP © 
© No, oy Es cries, zur tis not e 
e e Thot 


7 
it 
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= They Em no Tchiotard, vars'd'in letters, 


I knaws my duty to my betters. e 
Much mirth the farmers ways afford, 


5 And hearty laughs go round the board. 


Thus the firſt courſe was ended well, 

But at the next ah! what befel |—- 
The diſhes now were timely plac & | 

And table with freſh lux'ry grac'd. 

When drank to by a neighb'ring e 
Up, as was uſual, ſtands the farmer. 

A wag, bo hrry on the ile, e 
Thus to his ſervant ſoftly ſpoke; | 

„ Come hither, Dic, ſtep gently there, 


+ &. And pull away the farmer's chair.” 


Tis done, his congee made, the clown 
Deawh hacks and oops tt him down. wy, 
But by poſteriors over=weigh'd;. 

And of his truſty ſeat betray d, 

As men at twigs, iniriver eee . 

He ſeiz'd the cloth to ſæce his falling. 

In vain : ſad fortune l down he's wallow d, wth 
And rattling all the diſhes follow'd:- = 
The foplings loſt their little wits,. 

The ladies ſqualFd, ſome fell in fits; 

Here tumbled turkies, tarts, and ds; 
And there minc'd pies, and geeſe, and pidgeons 3 
A-pear-pie on his belly drops, 

And cuſtard pudding meets his a 
Lord l what ado twixt belles and beaus l. 
Some Furſe, ſome cry, and wipe their. cloaths. 


* 
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This lady raves, and that looks down, 
And weeps and wails her ſpatter'd gown. _ 1 
One ſpark bemoans his greaſed waiſtcoat, 

One, rot him, cries, he's ſpoil'd my lac'd coat. 
Amidſt the rout, the farmer long 

The pudding ſuck'd, and held his tongue. 

At length he gets him on his breech, _ = 
And ſcrambles up to make his ſpeech ; 

_ Firſt ſcrapes eyes, mouth and noftril twangs, 
Then ſmacks his fingers, and harangues. 

© Plague tak't — Ize told ye how *twou'd be, 
© Luck here's a pickle, zurs, d'ye ſee? : 
And ſome, I'll warr'nt, that makes this chatter, 
Have cloathers daub'd with greaſe and batter, _ 
© That coſt*— He had gone on, but here 
Was ſtopt at once in his career. 

« Peace, brute ! be gone,” the ladies cry. | 
The beaus exclaim, Fly, raſcal; fly.” 1 
I'll tear his eyes out, ſqueaks Miſs Dolly, 5 
IU pink his foul out, roars a bully. | 

At this the farmer ſweats thro fear, 

And thinking twas ill tarrying here, 
Steals off, and cries, Ay! kill me then, 
« Whene'er you catch me here again. 
So home he jogs, and leaves the *ſquire 

To cool the ſparks and ladies ire. 

Thus ends my tale, and now Þ'll try, 

Like Prior, ſomething to apply. 

This may teach rulers of a nation, 

Ne'er to place men above their ſtationz; _ 


And this may ſhew the wanton wi 
hat whilſt he bites he — 99 5 
1 Kg 5 „5 0 8 . 5 ; 
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Wer DO Dick, 1 laſt cbt at arinkine, 
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Ts. SUSSEX" eLown,. | 


What moſt directs the ſoul in thinking: 
Much was advanc'd both ro and conn, ” 
But nothing was reſolv'd upon ; 

More cool this morn, for thinking better, 

I've hit the cauſe, and ſend this letter, | 
Philoſophers, who ſearch to find Pl 
What with moſt power Fways the mind, 3 
May ſafely all,conſent to . 
That prejudice that tyrant is IN 


For juſt as that qirects the ſight, 


. Juſtice ſeems wrong, and wrong ſeems right ; 2 
: þ 'F irmly tenacious to a thought, | | 5 1 
I] As firſt by prieſt or nurſe. we're taught. re 
if But not to rhyme in learn'd eſſa r,, 3 
| Which ſuits not well with doggrel lay, , 
| To clear this matter I'll not fail, 
4 And thus I ſend an humble tale. | | 
As you to Gicheſter go down, 1 | 
In Sufſex roads there ſtands a — N 
; i Where 


Tur SUSSEX" OLOW 


Where you wou'd think the Gftant d urch a 
Had left its pariſh in the lurch; 9.448 
For all who'd hear the parſon asd ieee VF 
Muſt Ne a mile the church to reach: 
5 Au were oblig'd to UGudge quite — 0 Mani 
A long lane, dirty, ſtiff with clay, 

Becauſe there was no other OTH One 
Hence thoſe who wou'd not nags beſtride, © 
Or thoſe who had no nags to na, | 

Often in winter had the _ 

In miry rut, to be faſt ſtuck; 

And while one foot they rais's with x other 
Deeper and faſter funk the other: 20 
To the lane's end from its e . 0 he 
Was one continued ſcene of ſinnin - 
For tho' from praying come, all ſwore 
Loud as they ſung; their pſalms before. 

The ſober clerk cou'd not forb ea FA 
Nay more, — it made the parſon ſwear, © 

Thus had this miry toilſome lane 

A conſtant pariſh nu ſance bee; 
From ſire to ſire, from ſon to ſon, 1 


All curs'd the way, yet kept it on: 
Till a new vicar ar perſuade, 


That a new path-way might be made, 
On which the people'clean might £9 wh | 
And leave the miry flime below, 
A veſtry's call'd, and all agree, 
To have the path made inftantty, 


bj 


1 rene. 


jt | "They trip it o'er the gravell'd ſoil; ; 
Wins ſplaſh'd cloaths, or dirty by. 
The laffes no e know, . 


For pettycoat or red-heel'd ſhoe : | +. /. : 3 


But clean along the old way's +4; 

Each ſeems a bridegroom: or a bride... FP 
You'd think that all wou'd leave the . 

: And to the dirt prefer the clean? 


* 
** 


= Ay, ſurely—what a thought you' 've had— 


« He who'd deny it muſt be mad.” 
et one there was within the . 
Call'd Hodee, a headſtrong ſtubborn clown, 
With miry boots, and coat high girt, 
- Whuld ſtill trudge-thro' the ancient rt. 


« Trudge thro' the dirt, fir ! what . | 


« *Tis eden againſt all common ſenſe,” 


— What ſeems de common ſenſe to pe, 11 


He thought to n ſtrictiy true: 
For when once jeer d at by a ess 
Who on the high path clean did 66% 
He did his folly thus defend, 
And anſwered ern below, 


As long as I remember car— | 

c Nay, paſt the memory of mn, 
Our fathers, and their fathers too, 

This very dirty lane went thro! : ea e. 


And ſurely, Tom, you muſt agree, 
Qur fathers were as wiſe as —"_ 


* 


een — dirt and tl 
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As well as we they cou'd have laid © 
Their gravel, and that path-way made: 
© But thro? this lane they took their route, 
And had their reaſon for't, no doubt, 
© Altho” their reaſon's now unknown, 
Het ſtill our duty ſhou'd be ſhown: 
For ſwerving from our father's rules, 
© Is calling all our father's fools — + 
This prejudice in me you name, 
In you it is the very ſame : 
The only diff 'rence Pl unfold, 
< Your's is for new things, — mine, for old. 
Therefore let no diſpute be had, He 
© T think your way, you think mine bad, : 
© I ay you're fools, you fay Pm mad. 
But fay, my friends, whate'er you will, 
I' keep my ſenſe and humour till ; 
Still trudge the old paternal N 
© Stick in hereditary W 
Not turn a madman to be clean 
* 9 you your path, and I my lane. 


- # 1 N - L 


But as a tale we never ſend, 
Without a moral at the end; 
To ſhew that we have ſomething meant, 
Leſt you mayn't ſee't — that's all that's in't 
I'd have you know, my Suſſex clown, 
The picture is of ſome in town. 
«Sc For” 
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For all whom prejudice can ſway, 


435 Who're led by that in faulty way, 


Firmly tenacious to their will, 

Plod in paternal folly ſtill: 

The fair plain truth they ſve, yet hate, 

And errors keep in church and ftate ; 
Like ſacred oracles adore em, 
Becauſe— their fathers did before em. 


Thus all, who ſtrict to ancient rules, 


Prove mere hereditary fools; 
Whether to patriots they reſort, 
Or penſions have, or place at court: 
Whether they think it moſt their glory 
To be firm Whig, or firenuous Tory; 
Or if high-flown for church they ſtickle, 
And rail with zeal *gainſt conventicle ; 
Or if, Non Cons, they fire the people 
With pious hate againſt a ſteeple : 
All who paternal faults admire, 
Down from his grace to humble ſquire; 
From's lordſhip in cathedral ſtall, 
To maſter plain at Satter*s-hall; 
All in their way muſt be confeſt, 

To be mere Hodges at the beſt. 


* 
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DAME 
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DAME JANE; 
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Nun there was as primroſe gay, 
And form'd of very yielding clay, 
Who long had reſolutely ſtrove 1 5 
To guard againſt the ſhafts of love; 
Till Cupid whiſp'ring ſoft the fair, 
Fier pious vows diffolve in air: 
The ſtolen ſweets ſhe now wou'd ſmother; 
In vain! in vain! poor Jennys made a mother. 
Theſe youthful pranks at length giv'n oer, 
Sighing, ſhe cries, I'll fin no more; 
Nor more become man's ſenſual prey, 
But ſpend in pray'r each fleeting day. 
Lo! in her cell ſhe weeping lies, 
Nor from the croſs once moves her eyes; 
While fiſters, tittering at the grate, 
Paſs all their hours in wanton prate. 
The abbeſs, overjoy'd to find 
This bliſsful change in Jenny's mind, 
With face demure the girls addreſſing, 
Ah! daughters! if you hope a bleſſing, 
| Wy. © From 
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82 F rom ri ichteous Jane example take; 

%% The world, its pomp, and joys forſake ! 

| Ab,—f we will, — cries ev'ry nun, | 
„ When we —as righteous Jane have done,” 


» 
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8 Roger with his Fug was 8 
Smiling full blithe, and gaily talking, 

Sir John, an am'rous knight, paſs'd by, 
And chanc'd on Jug to caſt an eye; 
And with her native beauty pleas'd, 
The ruſtic huſband thus addreſs'd: 
- Hail, honeſt friend ! why, odds my life, 
You've got a wond'rous pretty wife ! 
If you'll permit me one ſmall favour, 
To kiſs her once, I mean, and leave her, 
Whene'er you chance to meet my dame, 
You ſhall be welcome to the ſame. 


i Quoth Roger, if that's all you crave, 


Vour worſhip freely has my leave. 
The knight ſtept up without delay, 
Kiſs'd her, and walk'd content away. 


® Sge another verſion of this tale, page 27. 


Some 
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WHERE's THE POKER ? | I25 


Some few days after this, in haſte, 

As o'er the meadows Roger paſt, 

His gentle friend, Sir John, he ſpy d, 

My lady tripping by his ſide; „ 

He bow'd, and tho' his mouth did water, 

Paſs'd on, and mention'd not the matter. 7 

The knight then ſpying him, ſays, Friend, 

To promiſes I always ſtand, 
See here, my wife at your command, 

The clown approach'd and kiſs'd the dame, 

Then fir'd with more than uſual flame, 

He went, and to himſelf thus faid : 

Since the good knight ſo well has paid 

His promiſe, troth, I had much rather 

He'd gone with Fug a little farther, - 


WHERE's Tus POKER? 


A TALE. 


* poker loſt, poor Suſan ſtorm'd, 
And all the rights of rage perform'd 

As ſcolding, crying, ſwearing, ſweating, 

Abuſing, figitting, and fretting. 

« Nothing but villainy and thieving 
Good heav'ns ! what a world we live in ! 
„ | « If 
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If I don't find it in the morning, 
ce PI ſurely give my maſter warning. 
« He'd better far ſhut up his doors, bi 

4 Than keep fuch good-for-nothing whores; 
For whereſoe er their trade they drive, 

« We vartuous bodies cannot thrive.” 
Well may poor Suſan grunt and groan; 
Misfortunes never come alone, 

But tread each other's heels in throngs; 

For the next day ſhe loft the tongs : 

The falt-box, cullender, and grate, 

Soon ſhar*d the ſame untimely fate. 

In vain ſhe vails and wages ſpent 

On new ones — for the new ones went. 
"There'd been (ſhe ſwore) ſome dev'l or witch i in, 
To rob and plunder all the kitchen. 

One night ſhe to her chamber crept, 

(Where for a month ſhe had not lept, 

Her maſter being to her ſeeming 

A better playfellow than dreaming, ) 

Curſe on the author of theſe wrongs ! 

In her own bed ſhe found the tongs. 

(Hang Thomas for an idle joker). 

And there, good lack! ſhe found the poker, 
With falt-box, pepper-box, and kettle, 

And all the culinary metal. — 

Be warn'd, ye fair, by Suſan's croſſes, 

Keep chaſte, and guard yourſelves from loſſes ; 
For if young girls delight in kifling, 
No wonder that the poker's miſſing. 


MISS 
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MISS in nxzx TEENS. 
A TALE. 


Nymph of fifteen that had often been chid, 

By her ſiſters more grave, for the faults that 

| ſhe did; 

For rumpling her manteau that late had been try'd, 

For her bodice unlac'd, and her ſtockings unty'd. 

By nature quite careleſs, and merry and wild, 

Was refolv'd to be treated no more like a child. 

Quoth the firſt, ©” Tis a ſhame to lie CAA £ 

. © x-bed; 
With your heels kick'd act, and as high as your 
© head; 

To lie tumbling and rolling above, while the pot 

Is ſet on for the tea, andthe water half hot. 

No pray'rs are repeated, nor chapter once read, 

From twelve when you riſe, till twelve when to- 

© bed: 

With romping companions delighted to prance, 

© You mind neither needle, nor ſermon, nor dance. 

© At Pam, or at cribbage, you trifle your hours, 

© Aﬀeep till paſt ten, and at night at all-fours. 

© Pray, Bet, let your age in your wiſdom. be ſeen, 

© For maids ſhould begin to look grave at fifteen. - 

With that ſhe took fire, and ran up to her glaſs, 

Admiring her ſhape, and her air, and her face; 

G 4 | Well 
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Well pleas'd with her beauty, her ſtature and line,” : 
So much like a woman's, her neck and her eyes ; 
And, thinking herſelf full as wiſe as the beſt, 
Half pleas'd, and half mad, thus her ſiſters addreſt: 
© Whate'er your pretence is, you envy your 


; Betty, 
For being ſo gay, and ſo 3 and 2 pretty; 3 


"© © Becauſe I am fairer and younger than you, 


© Is the reaſon you call me ſo often miſs Prue. 

« My plooming bright charms do your beauties dif- 

ä 

1 And your quarrel is not at my folly, but face. 
Muſt a body for ever be jumbled up ſtairs, 
And be ſcolded away to one's bobbins and pray'rs? 
To read a good book, perhaps loſe a good meal, 

© As if one was born to do nothing but kneel ? 


To hum o'er a chapter, be call'd from a dance, 


© And, for piety's practice, throw down a romance? 
© And then I'm call'd child, little Betty, and muſs, 
As if I had ſtill my wax baby to kiſs ; | 
© Tho? perhaps I may know, well as other folks can, 

The cheeks of a doll from the lips of a man. 
For, according as nature has faſhioned the ſkull, 
© Some are wile at fifteen, ſome at fifty are dull. 
© Then you, madam Mary, and you, Mrs. Kate, + 
s Pray ſpare your reproofs, for they now come too 
1 late. 

To be grave as yourſelves, I ſhall never deſpair» 


Having wiſdom > and a little to ſpare.” 
With | 


— 
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the door, 


Conſulted their glaſs, and chid Betty no more, 


40. ; "Pay 


fa 1 
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CONJUGAL OBEDIENCE. 


A TALE. 


OME huſbands, on a Winter's day, 
Were met to laugh their ſpleen away. 
As wine flows in, and ſpirits rife, 
They praiſe their conſorts to the ſkies. 
Obedient wives are ſeldom known, 
Yet all could anſwer for their own ; 
Acknowledg'd each as ſov'reign lord, 
Abroad, at home, in deed, and word ; 
In ſhort, as abſolute their reign, as 
Turkiſh monarchs o'er Sultanas. 
For pride or ſhame to be outdone, 
All join'd in the difcourſe but one, 
Who vex'd ſo many lies to hear, 
Thus ſtops their arrogant career: 
Tiis mighty ftrange, Sirs, what you * 
What ! all fo abſolutely ſway ! 
G 5 
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In England! where Italiaus wiſe, 
Have plac'd the woman's paradiſe ! 
In Londen / where the ſex's flower, 
Have of that Eden fix d the bower ? 
Fie ! men of ſenſe to be ſo vain, 
You're not in Turky, or in Spain, 

True Britons all; I'll lay my life, 
None here is maſter of his wife. 

Theſe words the gen ral fury rouze, 
And all the common cauſe eſpouſe; 
Till one, with voice ſuperior ſaid, 
(Whoſe lungs were ſounder than his head) 
I'll ſend my footman inſtant home, 
To bid his miſtreſs hither come; 
And, if ſhe flies not at my call, 
To own my pow'r before you all, 
PI grant I'm henpeck d, if you pleaſe, 
As Sherhck, or as Socrates. . 
Hold there, replies th' objector ſly, 

prove firſt that women never lie; 
Elſe, words are wind — To tell you true, 
T credit neither them, nor you: 
No, we'll be judg'd a ſurer way, 

By what they do, not what they /ay. 
II hold you ſev'rally that boaſt, : 
A ſupper at the loſer's coſt, 
That if you'll but vouchſafe to try, 
A trick T'll tell you by-and-by ; 
Send ftraight for every wife quite round, 
One mother's daughter is not found, 

7 | But 
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But what 8 her huſband's face, 
Point blank his orders diſobeys. 

To this they one and all conſent, 
The wager's laid, the ſummons went. 
Meanwhile he this inſtruction gives, 

Pray only gravely tell your wives, 

Your will and phaſure is t' invite 

Theſe friends to a boil d pig to-night. 

More frequent that the trick has been 

The greater chance have you to win : 

The treat is mine, if they refuſe ; 

But if they boil it, then I loſe. | 

The firſt, to whom the meſſage came, 

Was a well-born and haughty dame; 

A faucy independent ſhe, 

With jointure, and with pin-money 3 _ 

Secur'd by marriage-deeds from wants, 

Without a ſep' rate maintenance. 

Her loftineſs diſdain'd to hear, 

Half thro', her huſband's meſſenger, * 

But cut him ſhort, with — how dare he, 

Mongſt pot-companions, mention me:? 

He knows his way, if ſober, home ; 
And, if he wants me, let him come. 

This agſwer, haſtily return'd,. 

Pleas'd all, but him whom it concern'd : 

For each one thought his wife on trial, 

Would brighter ſhine by this denial. 

The ſecond was a lady gay, 

ue lov'd to viſit, dreſs, and Las 1 
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5 To ſpark it in the box or ring, 


And dance on birth- nights for the king: 


Wbhoſe head was buſy wont to be 


With ſomething elſe than cookery. 


| She, hearing of her huſband's name, 


Tho' much a gentle woman, came; 
When, half inform'd of his requeſt, 
A diſh, as he deſir'd it, dreſt— 
Quoth madam, - with a ſerious face, 
( Without enquiring what it was) 
Vou can't, ſure, for an anſwer look: 
Sir, do you take me for your cot? 
But J muſt haſte, a friend to ſee, 
Who ſtays my coming for her tea. 
So faid, that minute out ſhe flew, — 
What could the ſlighted huſband do ? 
His wager loſt, muſt needs appear, 
For none obey, that will not hear. 
The next, for houſewifry renown 'd, 
A woman notable was own'd, 
Who hated idleneſs and airs, 
And minded family affairs; 


Expert in every thing was ſhe, 


At needle-work, or ſurgery: : 
Fam'd for her liquors, far and near, 


From richeſt cordials to ſmall-beer : 


To ferve a feaft ſhe underſtood, 


In Engliſs, or in foreign mode. 
| Whate'er the wanton tafte could chuſe, 


In kickſhaws, ſauces, or ragous : 


E 


* » 


She 
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She ſpar'd for neither coſt nor pain, 
| Her welcome gueſts to entertain. 
Her huſband fair accoſts her thus: 
To-night theſe friends will ſup with us. 
| She anſwer' d with a ſmile, my dear, 
Your friends are always welcome there. 
— But we deſire a pig, and pray 
You'll boil it. Boil it! did you ſay? 
I hope you'll give me leave to know 
My buſineſs better, Sir, than ſo. 

Why, ne'er in any book was yet 
Found ſuch a whimſical receipt: 

My drefling none need be afraid of, 
But ſuch a diſh was never heard of. 
Fl] roaſt it nice, but ſhall not boil it, 
Let thoſe, who know no better, ſpoil it. 
— Her huſband cry'd, for all my boaſt, 
I own the wager's fairly loſt : 

And other wives, beſides my love, 
Or I'm miftaken much, may prove 
As chargeable as this to me, 
To ſhew their pride in houſewifry. 
Now the poor wretch that next him ſat, 

Felt his own heart go pit-a pat; 
For well he knew his ſpouſe's way, 
Her ſpirit brook'd not to obey ; 
She never once was in the wrong. — 
He told her with a trembling tongue, 
Where, and on what, his friends would feaſt, 
And how the dainty ſhould be dreſt. 
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To night ? quoth (in a paſſion) ſhe; 
No, Sir, to- night it cannot be: 
And was it a boiPd pig you ſaid? 

Tou and your friends are ſure run mad. 

= The kitchen is the proper ſphere, 

= Where none but females ſhould appear; 

And cooks their orders, by your leave, 

Always from miſtreſſes receive. | 

Boil it! was ever ſuch an aſs? 

Pray, Sir, what would you have for ſauce ? 

If any ſervant in my pay, 

Dare dreſs a pig that filly way, 

In ſpite of any whim of yours, 
I'll turn her quickly out of doors, 

For no ſuch thing (nay, never frown) 

' Wherel am miſtreſs, ſhall be done. 
Each woman wiſe, her huſband rules; 

Paſſive obedience is for fools. 

This caſe was quickly judg d. Behold - 

A fair one of a ſofter mould ; 1 

Good humour ſparkled in her eye, 

And unaffected pleaſantry: : 
| Zo mild and feet ſhe enter'd in, | 
Her ſpouſe thought certainly to win: 

Pity ſuch golden hopes ſhould fail ! 
Soon as ſhe heard the appointed tale, 
My dear, I know not, I proteſt, - 
Whether in earneſt or in jeſt, 
So ſtrange a ſupper you demand; 
Home er PII not Ghuting ſtand, 


But 
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But do it: freely as you bid it, 
Prove but that ever woman did it. 
This cauſe, by general conſent, 

Was loſt for want of precedent. 

Thus each. deny'd a ſew'ral way; 

But all agreed to diſabey. 
One only dame did yet remain, 

Who downright. honeſt was, and plain; 
If now and then her voice ſhe tries, 
Tis. not for rule, but. exerciſe. 
Unus'd her lord's commands to flight, 
Yet ſometimes pleading for the right, 
She made her little wiſdom go 
Farther than wiſer women do. 
Her huſband tells her, looking grave, 
A fucking pig I boil d would have; 
And to prevent all pro and con, 
I muſt inſiſt to have it done. 
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Says ſhe, my deareſt, ſhould your wife - 


Get a nick-name to laſt for life? 

If you reſolve to ſpoil it, do; 

But then I hope you'll eat it too. 

For tho? tis boil'd to hinder ſquabble, 
J ſhall not, will not, fit at table. 

| She ſpoke, and her good man alone, 
Found he had neither % nor won. 

So fairly parted fakes; the reſt 

Fell on the wag that caus'd the jeſt. 

& Would your wife boil it? let us ſee: 
Hold there, you did not lay with me: 


' Youll 
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But if your ſpouſes take the field, 
' Refolve at once to win or yield; 


5 i 
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You'll find, in ſpite of all you've boaſted, | 
Your pigs are fatted to be roa/ted. 

The wager's loſt, no more contend, 

But take this counſel from a friend: 

Boaſt not your empire if you prize it, 


For happieſt he who never tries it; 
Wives unprovok'd, {till beſt obey, 


And that you'll find the ſafeſt way. 


KK * 


For heaven no medium ever gave, 


Between a ſov reign and a ſlave. 
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The BILLINOGSGATE ConTEsT. 


A Piſcatory LONDON ECLOGUE. 


In Imitation Y ihe Third Ecligue of VIxoII. 


OysTERIA. 


H? ! Nan, whoſe fiſh are thoſe that look ſo dry? 


* 


WełꝝITIETA. 
Voung Paly Melton gave em me to cry. 


OrsTERIA. 
Unhappy Poly, who thy and can leave, 


And with vain hopes love thyſelf deceive ! 


While 


* 
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While you Fack Tar will court, but court in vain, 


Fearing that I your failor ſhall obtain, 
Here, Poll, another will thy gains devour, 


Nor turn a lucky penny in an hour; 


Thy tubs unwaſh'd, thy Mackarel foriook, 
And two-pence ſunk in ev'ry groat that's took. 


'WELFLETA. 
. | No ſcandal, madam, if you come to that, 
Some may be told of you. We know what's what. 

When Bill's boat came floating down the tide, 

You with him at the bottom was eſpy'd, 

To kiſs and toy, and ſomething elſe beſide; 

Till the neglected boat ran cloſe to ſhore, 

And to ſome laughing maids diſcover'd your amour. 

OrYsTERIA. | 

T was at that time, ſince follies you rehearſe, 
When you, in height of kiſſing, ſtole a purſe. 

© WELFLETA. 
No; when beneath a tree in Greemwich Park, 
You was with Jenny's huſband in the dark, 


Tore her lac'd coif, then raving, ſtampt, and cry'd; 
But for the miſchief you for 1] pite had dy d. 


OrsTERIA. 


What lies, you, miſtreſs Impudence, 3 prate, 
When you can tell 'em at ſo round a rate? 
Did not I ſee you, madam, watchful ſtand, 


To ſteal a ring from leeping Peggy's hand, 
CURE 
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Stroaking her finger with your utmoſt care? 
But I came in, and rous'd the ſleeping fair. 


Thieves, thieves, I cry'd; defeated of your prey, 


| Like dog that's burnt his 255 you ſtole away. 


Wa. 

Where er we find it, we may take our own, 
The ring was mine, by ſinging fairly won; 
But ſhe would never give me up the prize, 
Nor * the truth of what I ſay denies. 


OvsTzRA. 


' Young whtther! witoiane z belt bun fit 
To ſquawl a wretched ballad thro? the ſtreet; 


Wich me you dare not ſing. A match Pll make, 


And boldly back my wager with a ſtake: 


Theſe golden beads with which myſelf I deck, 
Which in three rounds, hang pendant on my neck; 


Do you ſtake aught of equal value down, 


The necHace win, and wear it as your own. 


: WELFLETA. 
Of equal value I can nothing boaſt, 
At home a cunning ſtep-dame rules the roaft ; 
Who tells each morn my fiſh into my tray, 
And to a farthing counts the profits of the day. 


Vet this I'Il pledge, to me of more eſteem 


Than any poliſh'd gold, or ſparkling gem; 
This ſilver thimùle, this my will ſhall prove, 


A 
Which 


Taz BILLINGSGATE CONTEST. 139 


Which Fohnny gave before laſt voyage he made, 
And which, as Ne. was ne er to needle laid. 


E 


| To match your pledge, this ſilver ſeal I ſtake, 
Which much I value for my Tommy's ſake, 
Who parting gave it, fi ighing on my breaſt, - 
And which, as yet, was ne'er on letter preſt. 
But haſte, begin, nor thus the time prolong, 
Let Maccarella judge of either's ſong. 
MMaecAxEETA. 
Sing then, my fair ones, for the coaſt is clear, 
And all is peace as much as can be here; 
The market's o'er, then let. your ſongs begin, 
And PII decide with juſtice who ſhall win: 
By turns let each ſome tuneful ditty chime, 
You'll pleaſe the more, the more you change your 
5 rhime. 


Wirtin | 


| From Cupid, rulex of the. Gods nn 

My ſong begins, for all are rul'd by le; 

To him the care of maids and ſwains belongs, 
He hears their pray'rs, and he applauds their ſongs. 


OrsTERIA. 


1 4 no God, my Tommy me inſpires 
With as much love, and with as happy fires ; 
To him, ſweet youth, as ever croſs'd the Sea, 


To him, as due, my ſhall ever be. 
 WELFLETA- 
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My Johnny taps my neck in wanton play, 
Then wiſhing to be ſeen, he trips away - 


„ ꝶw.Vö x 


My Tommy flies not, but upon my knee, 
Swears he ne'er ſaw a maid ſo fair as me. 


„ = ©, WELFLETA. 


* 


This N groat I'll ſend my ſwain, to prove 
| My heart is bent like this to him and love. 


ns 998 
But for my ſweet heart I this ring deſign'd, 
The trueſt emblems of a faithful mind: 
This circle has no ending, this I ſend 
To tell my love my paſſion ne'er ſhall end. 


' WELFLETA. 


How oft has mine.i in fondeſt rapture ſwore, 
He never chang'd his miſtreſs with his ſhore : 
Gods! hear the ſound, and bleſs the conſtant man; 
She ſuch another failor, if you can, 


8 5 


But mine with more mconfancy will court, 
And gain new miſtreſſes at ev'ry port; 
Fond, tho? inconſtant ; pleaſing, tho' he's free; 
Yet none can keep the rover's heart but me. 

- : ; WELFLETA- 
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I keep my birth-day ; from the coaſt of France, 
Sweet William come, and grace it with a dance. 


OyvsTERIA. 


I'm with ſweet William more in grace than you; 
' To me he ſwore at Wapping to be true: 1 
Hoiſting the fails, when he on deck did ſtand, 
To me adieu he cry'd, and wav'd his faithful hand. 


WELFLETA. 

If you can tell, fay in what foreign land 
The golden ore lies ſparkling in the fand ; 
Where, as one river flows with comely pride, 

It bears the wealth of Europe in its tide. 


OYSTERIA.. 1 
Nay, tell me firſt, on what rich coaſts are found 
Spices that breathe their fragrant odour round: 
Where nutmegs with their fragrant ſcents diſpenſe, 
And, in their balmy gales, can raviſh ev'ry ſenſe. 


| MACCARELLA. 


Hold, maidens, hold; for I ſhall never tell 
Who ſings the beſt, when both can fing fo well. 
Both ever happy be, and all who prove, 

By turns, the various ſweets and pains of love. 


NK 


Og 
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Tur Dis AOIN TED MarD AND 
 DrRowsY SWAIN. 


PP 
By Mr. PATTISON. 


8 Daly and her fav'rite ſwain 
Were interrupted by the rain 
if Fro rom tedding out the fragrant hay, 

' Beneath a ſhelt'ring cock they lay: 

When thus the lovely longing jade, 

i ; Unto the drowſy ſhepherd ſaid; 

Ii; | 1 Nay, prithee Lobby, why fo ſleepy; 

— 104 Indeed upon my word I'll nip ye. 
Hgw pretty might we fit and chat, 
Tell o'er old ſtories and all that. | 
But you—O ſhame. thou ſenſeleſs beaſt ? 
To ſnore it thus, and take your reſt ! 

Lob, half aſleep, made no replies, 

Or anſwered with a grunt her ſighs. 

While ſhe, to be reveng'd, aroſe, 

And play'd a tickler in his noſe, 
(But ſome, the virgin to diſgrace, 
Will ſay, twas in another place. : Wi 
Be that as "twill, ſhe wak'd the fwain, 
And tickled him with words again. 
Come ſweeting, Lobby, come my dear, 
I'm ſure that nobody is near; 
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Indeed we may, pray ben't afraid, 
Poor I am, but a harmleſs maid; | 
For ſince you're ſo diſpos'd to reſt, 
Pray take a nap upon my breaſt. 
Lou ſee time, leiſure, place, and all, 
For ſuch employment ſeem to call. 
And you remember people ſay, | 
Ihen the ſun ſhines, then make your hay. 
Augh! Augh! quoth Lob, wak'd with ſurprize, 
To ſee the ſun flame in his eyes. 
Heigh-ho! come Doll, for as you ſay - ; nn 
The ſun ſhines, we muſt make our hay : - 
So reach me there my rake and prong, 
*T was well you wak'd—we've ſlept too long. 


* 
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The UNSEASONABLE SURPRISE. 
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S Tom laid Moll beneath a ſhade, 
To play a game for maidenhead ; 
With ſmacking buſs, and chuck o'th* chin, 
The prologue to the future ſcene, | 

He thus addreſs'd his bowzy Molly; 

Nay, piſh, this coyneſs is a folly ! 
Unwilling ? bluſh ? nay, pſhaw—my dear! 
My love, came we for nothing here ? 


Alas! 


* 2 ö 7 
_ 1 
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Alas! quoth ſhe, ſhould 1 be fruitful, | 

You know, at beſt, that would but ſuit W— 
Piſh, then, if that's thy Care, my Moll, 
There's one above provides for all.— 


To which, quoth Sh, upon the tree, 
Your brats, and youz be damn d for me. : 5 


— 


Bir B ALE Ss: 
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* was a reign, as ſtories ſay, 
When Britain revell'd night and day 
War, famine, plague, whatever chanc'd, 
Folks laugh'd and ſung, and play'd and danc'd. 
Virgins to midnight maſques would go, 
And not a mother durſt ſay, No: 
She paſs'd for unpolite and rude, 
And Miſs would cry, Mamma's a prude. 

To ſuch a ſhow (which we ſhall call, 
For chaſtity of phraſe, a ball) 
Went one, who (all things duly weigh'd) 


The ſequel proves muſt be a maid. 


Demure, as if ſhe pac'd to pray'rs, . 
Tim'rous ſhe trod the ſlipp'ry ſtairs, 
Then peep'd, before ſhe ventur'd in, 


And enter'd laſt for fear of ſin. Te 


Txe BALE DB. 2200p 


Faſt by the door ſhe fat her down, © 
About her knees ſhe wrapt her gown, 
And knit both hands exact upon her, 

What, in heroics, we call honour. 

Comes a ſmart youth, who meant to dodge her, 
And, I know you Who? Cozen Roger? wm” 
© The very fame: lord, how you fit! 
© Not ſpeak a word, not move a bit! 

What makes you ſtand fo like a poſt?* 
« For fear my honour ſhould be loſt !?? 

O, child, I'Il help you at this pinch Y 

© Here's work, indeed, about an inch! 
< But that ſame honour ſhan't be gone, 
< T'Il ſtitch it up. So faid, fo done. 

From the dark room, content comes ſhe, 
And feels fo pure, and grows fo free — 

She looks the vizards in the face, 
And ventures to take half a glaſs ; 

After one turn, ſhe cries, «© I doubt, 

« Roger, my honour is broke out: 

« A ſtitch or fo, I fancy, fell.“ 

So back they went; he ſtitch'd, *twas well. 

How, if well taught, a maid advances ! 
Next turn, ſhe takes her man, and dances ; 
Of danger now ſo little notion, 

That all the world admires her motion, 
The dance ſcarce over, in her brain 
The ſenſe of honour comes again. 
Roger, howe'er his work grew dull, 
Beſtow d another belly- full. 


_— i . 8 At 
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At the next ſally, ten times bolder, 
She claps a lawyer on the ſhoulder; _ 
She ſqueaks, and calls, and romps, and rigs, 
And lifts up coats, and pulls off wigs: 
Here's ſuch a pulling and a bawling, 

« ] fear another ſtitch-is falling.“ 

4 Another ſtitch ! (quoth/her n 

The more I ſtitch, the rent's the 4 RY N 

Then, not to give you too much trouble, 

1 What, cozen, if you ſtitch'd me double?“ 
Madam, fore gad, (poor Roger ſaid) 

91 Sould— but faith, I bave no thread.” 


Hey dey! no thread?“ (aloud ſhe calls) 


Why what's become of thoſe two balls?“ 


' p f 
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KNIGHTHOOD A JEST: 


A TALE. 


ö Wir HEN good king Joy wore = Brizif 


crown, 


A pleaſant jeſt for higheſt wit went down: . 
A pun, a quibble, a conundrum quaint, 


MINS = en 0 © SORE 1 
5 „ Smart 
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And wit was then as unrefin'd as wine. 
The king himſelf, fo reſt his merry "1" | 
Could crack his joke nor would his mirth controul; 
But laugh full hearty if the jeſt was keen, 
Nor could the care of kingdoms give him ſpleen. 
Thus ſtory tells — As he rode out one day, | 
To chaſe the ſtag, he loſt, by chance, his way: 
The courtiers eager, ſcour the ſpacious field, - 
While duty there did unto pleaſure yield. 


Alone king Femny, with his uſual grace, 


Kept riding onward in a common pace, 
Till near two clowns he came, who work d full hard, 
Hedging a cloſe, behind a farmer's yard. 
They ſpy'd the king, and from his awk ward mien, 
Thought he ſome needy northern laird had been. 
< Geud men (quoth he) - and then he made his bow, 
Ken ye which way the nobles rode juſt now ? 
My buſineſs leads me unto our king James.” 
I know him not in troth (quoth one) it ſeems . 
- © He only minds his countrymen, while we 
Labour thus hard to furniſh out their glee.” 
Ride on, (quoth t other) man, you'll find him 
.- — 
c Surrounded by a gaudy Scottiſh rout : 
Fear not thy fortune, Femmy loves a loon, 
And thou'rt ſome ſtarving knight that wants 2 
boon.? 
« Weel fare ye( quoth the king) and o'my weard, 


rh Geud character ye to your prince affeurd ; 
oo « And 


4 12 


« And Iſe wat weel, it all gangs to his ear; 
c ha then. __ u for once the truth he'll 
hear. It; 
80 Dying. cee eee Mg 
On rode the king, and there thought fit to light; 3 
Out. ſtretch'd his royal limbs upon the place, 
And ſlept full ſweetly on the verdant graſs; 
No policies of ſtate diſturb'd his mind, 
But that good prince ſnor'd loud as any hind, 
Until the chace was/o'er, a ſtag was dead, 


When duty found a place in courtier's head: 


Nor had the noble train long ſought their lord, 
Ere faſt they found him on the gay green-ſword. 
Haſty they then from reeking courſers ſpring, 
While, with a ſmile, up-roſe the jocund king. 
| © My lords (quoth he) as you rid yonder by, 
Did you not, hedging, twa auld Carles ſpy, 
In leather doublets clad ?? — « My liege, we did,” 
(Quoth one) See then (aid he) them hither lead. 
Straight they obey'd, and, as they dragg'd each 
clown, 
Ads me (quoth Dich to Ralph) we? 1 undone, 
Von man, we took for ſome poor begging knight, 
« Is the king s grace. < Ods fiſh (es Kapb) 
you're right. 
We ſhall be hang'd.— What will 8 of Su?! 
© She'll pine to death (And ſo will Marg ry too. 
Them at a diſtance when the monarch ſpy'd, 
eee 
Behind 


_ 
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Behind him on the ground its point he ard, 
As not much caring to ſurvey the blade. x 
Low on their knees the trembling wretches 8 
And ſweat with fear their heads ſhould lower fall. 
© Your names (quoth 3 in an angry tone; 
« Mine is poor Dicf” — Mine oy a ** 
| clown! 2 
Weel (quoth the Wot ek and 8 their 0 2 
ſtrap 3*-+ 1 
Sir Rahph, Sir Richard, ye my both get up: 
Nov knights ye are, and o my ſoul I ween, 
© Twa puerer knights in Scotland neꝰ er were ſeen.” 
A loud applauſe the fawning crowd expreſs'd, 
To ſee two titles go to make one jeſt, _ 


. * - . 
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By Mr. 8. TESLEX 


OUR ſage and moralif can ſhow 
Many misfortunes here below ; 
A truth which no one ever miſs d, P 
Though neither ſage nor moraliſt: 
Yet all the troubles notwithſtanding, 
WW 0 
5 4 Fools 


| to themſe . 
In Hite « of | a une fate. | 
"Fhns'oft-are drea 


To glaſs, or china, or-gooſe-pies.- 
Others will to themſelves appear 
Stone dead as Mill the Congueror; 
And all the world in vain might ſtrive 
To face them down that they're alive. 


Unlucky males with child will groan, | 


And ſorely dread: their lying down; 
As fearing, that to eaſe their pain, 
May puzzle doctor Chamberlam. 
Imaginary evils flow, 
Merely from want of real woe; 
And when prevailing whimſtes rife, 
As monſtrous wild abſurdities, 
Are, ev'ry hour and ev y minute, 
Found out of Bedlam, as within it; 
Which if you further wiſh to know, 
Go on, and read the tale below. 
There liv'd a gentleman, poſſeſt 
Of all that mortals reckon beſt : 
A ſeat ſuperb in wholeſome air, 
With gardens and with be fair: 
Uis land from debt and jointure free; 
His money never in South- Sea; 


His health of body firm and good, 


” —- 


Tortur'd with eren. cad: with 5 3 
Transform'd, by fancy's treach'rous eyes, 


Though paſt the: hey day in his | "AD 


His 


Tax COB LER. tr 
His conſort fair, and good, and kinds © © | 
His children riſing to his mind: 
His friends ingenuous and fincere ; 
His honour, nay his conſcience clear : 


He wanted nought of human bliſs, 


But pow'r to taſte his happineſs. _ 

Too near, alas! this great man's hall 
A merry cobler had a ftall ; 

An arch old wag, as e'er you knew, 
With breeches red, and jerkin blue: 
Chearful at working, as at play, 
Hie ſung and whiſtled life away: 

When riſing morning clads the ſæy, 

Clear as the merry lark, and high; 
When ev'ning ſhades the landſkip veil, 
Late warbling as the nightingale. ; 
Though pence came ſlow, and trade was in, 

Vet ſtill he ſung, and/whiſtled ſtill 
Though patch'd his garb, and ooarſe his . 
He laugh'd, and caſt away old care. 

The rich man viewed, with diſcontent, | 
His tatter'd neighbour's merriment; 
With envy grudg'd, and _ to ſee 
A cobler pleaſanter than he: 1 
And, by degrees, (*twas 55 win 
To wiſh the cobler at the devil; 

Who haunts him now like evil ſprite; 
From morn to eve, by day and night. 

It chanc'd, as once in bed he lay, 
When dreams are true, at break of day, 
H4z He 
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He heard the cobler at his ſport ; | 1 

His ſong was loud, but then tw-as ſhort. 

For now his morning draught he took, 

And warm'd his noſe with whiffs of ſmoke. 
The Squire ſuſpects, in gloomy en, © 

This filence boded him no good, 

And, cauſe he nothing ſaw or A. 

A Machiavilian plot he fear'd. | 

Straight, circumſtances crouded plain, 

To vex and plague his jealous brain: 


Trembling, in panic dread he lies, 
Wich gaping mouth and ſtaring eyes; 
And ſtraining wiſtful both his ears, 


He ſoon perſuades himſelf he hears 

One quickly running up the ſtairs; _ 
Sees the door open ſoon, and knew 
His dreaded foe in red and blue, 

Who, with a running jump, he thought, 
Leapt down his wide diſtended throat, 
Laden with tackle of his ſtall, 
Laſt, end, and hammer, ſtrap, and. Th - 
No ſooner down, than with a jerk 

He fell to ſinging, and to work. 

If much he griev'd our don before,, 
When on the outſide of his door; . 
How ſorely muſt he now moleſt, „ 
When in poſſeſſion of his breaſt! 


The waking dreamer groans and wells, 


And pangs nein feels; 1 
| f 1187 0 Catches 
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Catches and ſcraps of tunes he Nee 


For ever ringing in his ears; _ 
Ill-G@vour'd ſmells his noſe diſpleaſe, 
Mundungus ſtrong, and rotten cheeſe: 


He feels him, when he draws his n. 


Or tugs the leather with his teeth, 
Or beats the ſole, or wide extends 
1 His arms to th* utmoſt of his ends, 
Enough to crack, when ftretch'd fo wide, 
9 The ribs of any mortal fide, 
Is there no method then, to fly 
This vile inteſtine enemy ? 
What can be done, in this condition, 
But ſending inſtant for phyfician? 
The doctor, having heard the caſe, 
Burſt into laughter in his face: 
Told him, he needs no more than riſe, 
Open his windows, and his eyes ; 
Whiftling and ſtitching there to ſee 
The cobler, as he us'd to be. 


Sir, quoth the patient, your pretences 


Shall ne'er perſuade me from my ſenſes, 
How ſhould I riſe ? the heavy brute 
Will hardly let me wag a foot. 

Tho! ſeeing for belief may go, 

Yet feeling is the truth, you know : 

I feel him in my ſides, I tell ye: 

Had you a cobler in your belly, 

You ſcarce would fleer, as now you do : 
I doubt your guts would grumble too. 
"ib Hs 
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That laugh but ill beec 1es-you; Sis 
ll d change it ſoon, could I but ſtir. 

Thou quack, that never hadſt bestes 
In either univerſity: 

Thou mere licentiate, withour Fry 
The ſhame and ſcandal of the e 5 qu 
_ Fll rouſe my ſervants, if you ſtay 5 © 1 

So, doctor, ſcamper while you may. 
One thus difpatch'd; a ſecond e 
Of equal ſkill, and greater fame 
Who ſwore (for doctors ſwear, if you proroke, i 
As well as other ſinful folk) wa 
He wore, I ſay, his patient mad; _ 

No one in Bedlam half fo bad. | 
To drive ſuch whimſies from his pate, 
He dragg'd him to the eee 
But jilting fortune can deviſe 

To baffle and outwit the wiſe: 

The cobler, ere &xpes'd to view, 

Had juſt pull'd off his jerkin blue; 
Not dreaming *twould his ee eb 
To fit in freſeo in his ſhirt. 

Ah! quoth the patient, with a ſigh, 
You know him not ſo well as I; 
The man, who down my throat is run, 
Has got a true- blue jerkin on. 

In vain the doctor rav'd and tore, 
Argu'd and fretted, ſtamp'd and ſwore; 
Told him he might believe as well 
. 782 of een 
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Did oft, as break his FRAY 
For poach'd eggs ſwallow mth up; 4 
Or that the Holland dame could bear 
A child, each day, throughout the year. 
The vapour'd dotard, grave and. ſly, 
Mliſtook for truth each rapping lye; 
And drew coneluſions ſuch as theſe, 
Reſiſtleſs, from the premiſes. 
I hope, my friends, you'll grant me all, 5 
A windmill's bigger than a ſtall: 8 
And ſince the lady brought aliye 
Children, three hundred ſixty-five ; 5 
Why ſhould you think there is not room 
For one poor cobler in my womb ? 
Thus every thing his friends could ſay, 
The more confirin'd him in his way: 
And more convinc'd, by what they tell, 


*Twas certain, though impoſſible. 

Now worſe and worſe his piteous ate 
Was grown, and almoſt deſperate: _. a 
Yet ſtill the utmoſt bent to try, 1 
To wiſer doctors he'd apply. 19 8 

An old phyſician, fly and ſhrewd, 

With management of face endu'd, | 
Heard all his tale; and aſk'd, with care, 
How long the cobler had been there? 
Noted diſtinctly what was faid ; . 
Drew up his eyes, and ſhook his. "A 
Accoſts him gravely in this faſhion, , 


| After mature deliberation, | 
H 6 Wich 
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With ſerious and important face; 


Sir, your's is an uncommon caſe: 1 
For tho Pve read all Galen o'er, 644617 Lug 5 
I never met with ſuch before; ä 
Nor have I found the like diſeaſe 

In ſtories of Hippocrates, 

Then, after a convenient ſtay, 

Sir, if preſcription you'll obey, _ | 

My life for your's, I'll ſet you free 

From this fame two-legg'd tympany. 

Tis true, you're gone beyond the cure 

Of fam'd worm-powder of John 1doore ; 

For if that downwards he be ſent, 

I fear he'll ſplit your nether vent: 

But then your throat, you know, is wide, 

And ſcarcely clos'd, ſince it was try 3. 

The ſame way he got in, tis plain, 

There's room to fetch him out again: 

PII bring the forked worm "TG | 

Without a  dyſenteria - | © 1 
Emeticks ſtrong will do the feat, | 1 

If taken quantum ſu fu cit. - 1 

Ill ſee myſelf the proper doſe, 

And then hypnoticks to compoſe. 

The wretch, tho' languiſhing and e 
Reviv'd already by the Cree, 
Cries, what ſo learn'd a 2 man as you . 
Preſeribes, dear doctor, I ſhall do. 

The vomit ſpeedily was got, 
The cobler ſent for to the 9 


Y K 4 a = 

* — — »+ * | 

4 4 of 
4 * 


And taught to manage the deceit, - 
And not his doublet: to forget. 

But firſt the operator wiſe ' 
Acroſs the ſight a bandage ties: 

For vomits always ſtrain the eyes. 
Courage ! Tl make you diſembogue, 
Spite of his teeth, the wicked rogue; 
PI drench the raſcal, never fear, 

And bring him up, or drown him there. 


Warm water down he makes him pour, 
Till his ftretch'd guts could hold no more; 


Which doubly ſwoll'n, as you may think, 
Both with the cobler, and the drink, 
What they receiy*d againſt the grain, 
Soon paid with int'reſt back again. 
Here come his tools] he can't be long, 
Without his hammer and his thong. 
The cobler humour'd what was poke, 
And gravely carry'd on the joke; 
As he heard nam'd each ſingle matter, 
He chuck'd it full into the water; 
And then, not to be ſeen as yet, 
Behind the door makes his retreat. 
The ſick man now takes breath a n. 
Strength to recruit for farther toil. 
Unblinded he, with joyful eyes, 
The tackle floating there eſpies; 
Fully convinc'd within his mind, 


The cobler could not ſtay behind; 
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Who to the ale-houſe ſtill — 1 | 
 Whene'er he wanted work to do: 
Nor could he like his preſent ple, 
He ne'er lov'd water in his days. 1 
At length he takes a ſecond bout 
Enough to turn him inſide out; 


With vehemenee ſo ſore he ſtrains,ũ᷑ EF. 


As would have ſplit another's brains. 


Ay ! here the cobler comes, I ſwear'y' 


(And truth it was, for he was there.) 
And, like a rude ill- manner d clown, 
Kick'd with his foot; the vomit down. 
The patient now grown wond' rous night, - 
Whipp'd off the napkin from his fight; = 
Rais'd up his head; and ſtraignthy knew 
The breeches and the jerkin's hue; 
And fmil'd to hear the cobler ſay, 
As down the ſtairs he ran his way, 
He'd ne er ſet foot within his door, 
Nor jump dovm throats to bellies more. 
Our patient, now his inmate's fled, 
Is cur'd of crotchets in his head 
His joy maſt gratefully expreſſes 
Regains the health, he never loſt. 


MOR A L. 


| Taught by long miſeries, we find, 
Repoſe is * the mind 


And 


And moſt menz ſhow or late, have'own'd, | 


Tis there, or no where, to warm ns fy 
This, real wiſdom timely know 

Without experience'of the woes; ; 
Nor needs inſtructive ſmnart, to ſee, 

That all on earth is' vanity: D : ; 


Loſs, diſappointment; paſſion, Ra; / 
Whate er torments, or troubles life, 
Tho? groundleſs, grievous in its ſay, 
*T will ſhake our tenements of clay ; "ch 
When paſt, as nothing we efteem'; _ 
And pain, like pleaſure, is but dream. 
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TILL croft in love, and vex'd with ſpleen, 
; Thus Afomus vented his chagrin ; 
And ofer a cup of fulſome ale, 

Told all his club this odious tale. 
Truth ſeldom: needs the help of art; 
© *Tis beſt when bolted from the heart: 

The man, too delicate and nice, 

But rarely gives ye ſound advice: | 

| . £ Then 
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© Then let the foll wing tale commend sg 
© An honeſt, unrefining friend. 
© Clodio two pretty nymphs had ——_ 3 
© And now with one — now t' other ſported ; 
Had vow'd, proteſted, ſwore, and „„ 
With all the common forms beſidee. 
Love grows apace ! — for both are won, 
And ſomething quickly muſt be done. 
© Poor Cody ſaw the criſis near, 
He ſaw — but knew not how to ſteer. [os 
| © — Small judment. to direct his fancy — _ 
© For Peg was fair as well as Nancy: 
And ſcarce a grain in either ſcale, 
© To make this fide —or that prevail. 
Hoy uſeful is a friend indeed, 
To help one out, in time of need 13 
© — Such Cldio had — a friend in college 
© A fellow — yet a man of knowledge: 
But fince he does not coyet fame, 
© *Tis no great matter for his name. 
© Deep learn'd he was in antique lore, 
Had read the caſuiſts all oer: 
© Was vers'd in Ari/totle's rules, 
And all the mazes of the ſchools : 
© Nay, — (having often — ſince his youth 
« Spy'd falſdocd dreſt in modes of truth) 
© He knew—as in the cloſe you'll find 
The real worth of woman-kind. | 
To him in haſte young Clody hies, 
«© And thus accoſts him for advice.“ 
7 £ : | « TWO 
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« Two girls there are of honeſt fame, 
(And here he told each fair one's, 's name) 
« Of equal beauty, equal ſpirit; 

« And faith! to me of equal merit. 

« T know.no difference - I vow ; 

« But — that Peg's richer by a cow. 

« Now, Sir, I own I've. courted both, 
„Let — thinking ſoon to phght my troth, 
And ſince the chuſing of a wife 

« Is certain weal, or woe, for life; — 

« Methinks I'd make a prudent choice, 
« And fain be govern'd by your voice. 
« Good Sir, aſſiſt me to decide 

« Which I had beſt to make my bride,” 8 
The matter had ſo little in it, 

The ſage was ready in a minute. 
Idiot! — quoth he — it makes me mad 
© To ſee. ſo i ignorant a lad! 105 
What folly has poſſeſs d thy mind 

I never thought thou wert ſo blind. 

© Amongſt the ſex— thou filly gooſe! 
© Truſt me there” s not a cow to chooſe. 


THE 


Tun ARTFUL WIFE, 
* 
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A8 Country farmer, künt, or ſinner, 
No matter — aſk'd the prieſt to dinner, 

' And order'd Vell, his buxom bride, 

Of fowls a couple to provide; 

Her ſtock of poultry ſhe wee dd | 

And inftantly his will obey'd; _ 

Early next morn the table ſpread, 
Knives, forks, and plates, in order laid: 

But mark, what haps *twixt lip and cup! ! 
The roaſt juſt ready to take up, 

In came a neighbour, big with child, 

Who red'ned,, lick'd her lips, and ſmil'd, 
Curt'fy'd, then (aid, with plaintive a,” 

Ah, Nell! J certainly ſhall die! 4 

The child within-me kicks and j jumps, 

My heart againſt my bodice thumps ; ' 

I tremble, faint, and long to eat 

A limb of that delicious meat. | 

The good wi ife, pitying. her condition, i 
With freedom granted her petition; 

Deſir'd no longer ſhe'd implore her, 
But drew the fowls and ſet before her, 

Of which, Nan, tho' no glutton known, 
With eagerneſs pick d ev'ry bone; 
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Then thank/@ her friend, aſham'd to ſtay, 


And well contented trip'd 'away. 
Nell paus'd awhile, and ſcratch'd her head; 
At length in broken accents faid : 
« What's to be done? — I'm hive alone! — 
« The parſon's bit ! — The birds are flown! 
« My huſband's anger much I fear 
And dinner time too, now draws near. 
Hard caſe ]“ Then rallied all her wit, 
Remoy'd the dripping pan and ſpit, 
Cover'd the fragments in her ire, 
And fat the diſh down to the fire. 
Mean time came in her loving ſpouſe, 
Who looking wiſtly round the houſe, 


Said, What's become o'th' pullets, Muy? 


© Are alf things ready for the belly? 
She ſmiling. anfwer'd,. Ves, my dear, 
« Token em warm, I put em there; 
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« You-ſtep-up ftairs,. change ſhoes and hoſe, | 


« And ſhirty: and don your Standay- clothes, 
cc For to be clean, and neat you know, 
“ Does moſt reſpect to ſtrangers ſhow:; 

« Then to the parlour take ſome wood in, 


« While I diſh up the beef and pudding. 5 


John, ignorant of all, comply d. 
So far, ſo good, fays Nell aſide; 


© I've fobb'd off one, without much pother, 


« Afﬀiſt me, art, to manage t' other. 
Before the farmer was half dreſs d. 
Enters the door his rev rend gueſt, . 
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Salutes the dame with awe profound, 35 
Who bluſh'd and curt'fy'd to e We has . 
Then roſe, and panting quick for breath, 

She cry'd, „I'm frighted, Sir, to death! 

% Nor can you gueſs what vile occaſion - 

“Has rais'd my huſband's indignation. 

« A jealous fit has ſeiz d his . 
That you hath oft defil'd his bed; 


And ſwears, by all that's ing and good, 


« He'll geld your rey*rence.” —< Fleſh and mo; y 
« For which intent, upon my life, 


He's gone to wet his truſty knife.“ 
His knife ſaid he, and is it true? 


Direct me woman what to do. 

For tho”, tis ſure, I never uſe em, 
6 I ſhou'd be very loth to loſe * __ +, 
And well, I ween, the text is meet, 


© That prieſtly C ds ſhould be compleat,” s 


« Fly then,” ſaid ſhe, © this inſtant _ 

& And by your Aight the danger ſhun,” þ 
Forth at the door, without delay, 48 
He ruſh'd ;- and, as he ran, did ſay, 

© Nor men nor fiends ſhall bar my way.” 

Thus when a man, his paſſion heating, 
Prepares to give his rib a beating, 80 
As runs the wife to ſave her bones, 

So runs the prigſ to ſave his #*####, 
Things thus far anſw ring to her wiſh, 
Nel langh'd, — then hid the W a, 
- * See Levitiews, Chap. xxi, 5 
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And buſtling faſt as ſhe was able, 

Set beef and pudding on the table. 
The parſon almoſt out of fight, 
She call'd down John, as in a fright; 
Told him, the doctor could not ſtay, 
But with him took the fowls away. 
John, to appeaſe his help-mate's grief, 
Immediately purſu'd the thief; , 
And ran, and flew along the plain; ; 
But all his efforts prov'd in vain. 
The frighted prig his toil renew 'd, 
And fled as faſt as 9 475 purſu'd. _ 
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John, almoſt tir d, bemoan'd his fite, 


And offer'd to capitulate ; 
Call'd out amain, and begg'd for one - 


« No,“ fays the parſon, © Pl] ſpare none.” 


On this, John ſweating home return'd, 
Stifled his rage that inward burn'd, 
With ſeeming eaſe, and feign'd content, 
Sat down in peace, to dinner went, 
And pitying Nell for uſage rough, 
Thankt'd God that he had meat enough. 
Vain man! by every paſſion toſt, 
No more ſuperior wiſdom boaſt ; 
No more your ene or pow r display, 
Deluded, jilted, ev'ry day. 
To female charms, or female wit, 
You all muſt yield, and all ſubmit ; 
And from the cottage to the crown, 
The farmer's foible's handed down. 
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Mulieri ne crede, ne mortua quidem. 


A Scolding wife ſo long aſleep poſſeſs'd, 


Sable was call'd, to hang the room with black; 
And all their cheer was ſugar, rolls, and fack. 


Two mourning mutes ſtood ſentry at the door; 


And filence reign'd, who ne'er was there before. 


The cloaks and tears, and handkerchiefs prepar'd, 


They march'd, in woeful pomp, to Abchurch-yard - 


Mhen ſee, of narrow ſtreets what miſchiefs come! 


The very dead can't paſs in quiet home. 
By ſome rude jolt the coffin-lid was broke; 


And madam, from her dream of death awoke. 
Now all was ſpoil'd: the undertaker's pay, 
Sour faces, cakes and wine quite thrown away. 


But ſome years after, when the former ſcene 
Was acted, and the coffin nail'd again, 
The tender huſband took efpecial care 

To keep the paſlage from diſturbance clear ; 


Charging the bearers that they tread aright, 


Nor put his dear in ſuch another fright. 


Her ſpouſe preſum'd her foul was now at reſt: 
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| Between How of the People called Duakers, 
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ENEAT H the ſhadow of a beaver hat, 
Meek Caleb at a ſilent meeting ſat; 
His eye- balls oft forgot the holy trance,  _ 
While Tabitha demure, return'd the glance, 1] 
The meeting ended, Caleb filence broke, Take 1 
And Tabitha her inward yearnings ſpoke. 1 


CaxEB. 
Beloved, ſee how all things follow love, 
Lamb fondleth lamb, and dove diſports with dove; 5 
Vet fondled lambs their innocence ſecure, 
And none can call the turtle's bill impure; 
O faireſt of our ſiſters, let me be 
The Ee dove, and fondling lamb to thee, 
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| 
4 
; 
: 
1 


FM 


'TABITHA. 


But, Caleb, know that birds of - mind 
Elect a mate among the ſober kind, 
Not the mockaws, all deck'd in ſcarlet pride, 
Entice their mild and modeſt hearts aſide; * 
But thou, vain man, beguil'd by Popiſh ſhows, 
Doateſt on ribbands, flounces, furbelows. 
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If thy falſe heart be fond of tawdry dyes, 

Go, wed the painted arch in ſummer ſkies ; 
Sueh love will like the rainbow's hue decay, 
Strong at the firſt, but 2 ſoon away. 


0 Cares, | 


| "RO not the frailties of my vouthful days, 
When vice miſ-led me through the harlot's ways; 
When I with wanton look thy ſex beheld, 
And nature with each wanton look rebell'd; 
Then parti-colour'd pride my heart might move 
With lace ; the net to catch unhallow'd love. 
All fiich-like love is fading as the flower, 
Springs in a day, and withereth in an hour ; 
But now I feel the ſpouſal love within, 
And ſpouſal love no ſiſter holds a ſin, 


— 
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I know thou longeſt for the 888 maid, 
Thy falſhood own, and ſay I am betray'd ; 
The tongue of man is bliſter'd o'er with lies, 
But truth is ever read in woman's eyes; 
O that my lip obey'd a tongue like thine! 
Or that thine eye bewray'd a love like mine! 


How bitter are thy words! forbear to teaze, 


I too might blame— but love delights to pleaſe. 
Why ſhould I tell thee, that when laſt the ſun 


Painted the downy peach of Newington, 


* ' 
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Jaſiah led thee through the garden's walk, 
And mingled melting kiſſes with his talk? 
Ah jealouſy ! turn, turn thine eyes aſide, 
How can I ſee that watch adorn thy fide ? 
For verily no gift the ſiſters take 
For luſt of gain, but for the Oe; 8 lake. 


Taten. 


I on, Fo 2 gave the golden toy, 
Which did the righteous hand of Quare employ; 
When Caleb hath aſſign'd ſome happy day, 
I look on this and chide the hours delay : 
And when Jaſiab would his love purſue, 

On this I look and ſhun his wanton view. 
Man but in vain with trinkets tries to move, 
The only preſent love demands is love. 


| | CALEB. 
Ah, Tabitha, to hear theſe words of thine 

My pulſe beats high, as if inflam'd with wine! 

When to the brethren firſt with fervent” Zeal 

Thy ſpirit-mov'd thy yearnings to reveal, 

How did I joy thy trembling lip to ſee 

Red as the cherry from the Kentyh tree! 

When extaſy had warm'd thy look ſo meek; _ 

Gardens of roſes bluſhed on thy cheek, | 


With what ſweet tranſport didſt thou roll thine eyes? 


How did thy words provoke the brethren's ſighs? 
Words that with holy ſighs might others move, L 
But, Tabitha, my ſighs were ſighs of love. 


Vor. II. FOE > TY TakITHA. 
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NNN TasfTRA. 
Is Tabitha beyond her wiſhes bleſt ? 8 


Does no proud worldly dame divide thy breaſt? 


Then hear me, Caleb, witneſs what I ſpeak, 
This ſolemn promiſe death alone can break; 


Sooner I would bedeck my brow with lace, 
And with immodeſt fav'rites ſhade my face, 
Sooner like Babylon's lewd whore be dreſt 

_ In flaring di'monds and a ſcarlet veſt, 

Or make a curtſy in cathedral pew, | 
Than prove inconſtant, while my Caleb's true. 
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Whig: I prove falſe, and Tabitha forſake, 
Teachers ſhall dance a jig at country wake; 
| Brethren unbeaver'd then ſhall bow their head, 
And with prophane mince-pies our babes be fed, 


c | | TABITHA. +4 
If that Jeſab were with paſſion fir d, 

Warm as the zeal of youth when firſt inſpir'd; 
In fteady love though he might perſevere, 
Vnchanging as the decent garb we wear, 
And thou wert fickle as the wind that blows, 
Light as the feather on the head of beaus; 
Yet I for thee would all the ſex reſign, 
Siſters, take all the reſt — be Caleb mine. 


fur wa 


"Though I had all that ſinful love affords, 
And all the concubines of all the lords, 
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Whoſe 


Tur ESPOUSAL, et 
Whoſe couches creak with whoredom's ſinfal ſhame» 


Whoſe velvet chairs are with adult'ry lame; 
Ev'n in the harlot's hall, I would not fip - 
The dew of lewdneſs from her lying lip; 

I'd ſhun her paths, upon thy mouth to dwell, 
More ſweet than powder which the merchantsfel}; 
O ſolace me with kiſſes pure like thine ! 

Enjoy, ye lords, the wanton concubine. 


The ſpring now calls us forth; come, ſiſter, Pen : 


To ſee the primroſe and the daiſy bloom, 
Let ceremony bind the worldly pair, 
Siſters eſteem the brethren's word ſincere. 


TABITHA. 


Eſpouſals are but forms. O lead me é 
For ſecret love can never give offence. 


Then hand in | hand the loving mates withdraws | 


True love is nature unreftrain'd by law. 
This tenet all the holy ſect allows; 
Do Tabitha took earneſt of a ſpouſe. 
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YE nine of dee Areas, ; 
Who fend your-poets rhime in dren, 

Dance undiſturb'd to your own bye, 

I afk mo aid, I want no fire, 5 

To raiſe my verſe to lofty ſtrain; 85 

J ſing no battles on the Mayne, 

Where George through fierce battalions broke, 

8 With glory cover'd — and with ſmoke 1 

Nor ſhall I now attempt to tell, 

How Gallic ſquadrons routed fell, 

O'erwhelm'd with all the mighty force 

Of Trenct's and Mentzell's furious horſe: . 

But ſuit, if poſſible, my metre, | 

To the low ſubject, tiny Peter; 

Who having lately loſt his mate, 

The partner of his human ſtate, 

Shrewdly reffecting, thus he ſaid; 

Muſt I not live, becauſe ſhe's dead ? 

Muſt I for ever lie alone, 

Becauſe poor Mopſa's dead and ge? 

O ſooner let the riſing ſun : 

Forget his genial courſe to run; 

Or the prolific ſpring deſiſt 

To pair each bird, and join each beaſt ! 

What! ſhall the ſparrow cock his tail 
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 Atev'ry heninev'ry vale? _ + 


PETER, 
And muſt I be confin'd to one? 
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Though ſhe, poor creature's; dew and ens 55 


The bull may through the paſtures FOR 
And bellow vert] love; 

Then why ſhould Peter be deny'd 

The pleaſures of a ſecond bride ; 


Why may not Tric#/ey, young and fair, UH 


Wich me all human pleaſures ſhare ? 
_ Ol -— Trickſey is contracted to 
My old friend Atlas. Be it fo, 
Says Peter, all that ftuff I know. | 
But. if I traverſe his deſign, - 
Why then ſhe's not my friend's, but mine. 
And what is friendſhip ? empty ſound ! 1 
No where in nature to be found ; 
A fooliſh thing, contriv'd to be 
A foe betwixt myſelf and me. * 
He next conſults his wily brain, | 
How, leaſt ſuſpected, he may me” 
To act the open, honeſt part, 
Vet hide the ſecret of his heart. 
At dead of night, when nature lay 
Repos'd from all the noiſe of day, 
The patriot, the miſer ſnor d, 
His country that, and this his hoard, 
Had quite forgot in balmy reſt, 
No anxious thoughts diſturb the bist; 
E'en luſt lay calm, and envy ſlept; 
But. watchful treach'ry vigil kept; 


I 3 


n PETER 


And Peter ſtudy d all the night, 
_ How beſt to play the hypocrite; 
Well canvas'd each deceitful wile, 
Alas the eaſier to beguile: 
At length determin'd to appear 
A mourner ſolemn and ſincere, 
And hide the purpoſe of his life, 
With tears for a departed wife; 

And thus the treach'rous, meagre elf, 
Began to practiſe by himſelf; 
With rueful face, and down-caſt look, 
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With ſqueez d- out tears, that grief decke, 


He cry'd, I can't ſupport my life ! 
Alas] my dear, departed wife ! | 
Thoſe lips, which I ſo oft have preſt ! 
"Thoſe arms that held me to her breaſt ! 
Nor lips, nor arms, do now remain, 
Too footh my heart, or eaſe my pain 
How oft, as on my lap ſhe play d, 
With ſighs prophetick has ſhe ſaid, 
O muſt I die, — a wife and maid? 
Hold ! I am out upon my life, ——- 
Twas, happy I to die your wife 1 
Aye, that will do: and Pm prepar' d, 


To ſhew more grief than e er was heard. 


And then he ſnivel'd out the ſame 
In ev'ry club, where er he came. 
When Cantileno, to relieve, 1 76 
Or elſe divert his well-feign'd grief, 
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PET E 1 8 
; Would tune his throat with martial ſtrain, 
Of George,. and Dettingen, and Mayne ; 5 
Inſtead of chorus Peter d cry, 
O that my poor, dear wife ſhould die ! - 
Pray, Cantileno, do not bawl, 
I'd rather hear a harpy ſquall: 
Thy muſick only ſplits my head; 
Alas, my deareſt wife is dead | 
No joyous ſounds ſhall reach my ear, 

N o melody my ſoul can bear! 
Alas! all happineſs is fled, 
My dear, my only wife is dead! 
And this the burden of his ſong, 
For ever dwelt upon his tongue : 
Like Prior's turtle ſtill he'd moan- 
His poor, dear Mapſa dead and gone 
Until the falſe, perfidious thief 
Had now no further uſe for grief; 
And with ſucceſsful treachery, 
His cheeks from uſeleſs tears grew dry; 5 
As you'll ſee plainer by and by. 

O love, thou bane of human joy, 
Thou fooliſh, falſe, . miſchievous boy, 
Thou plague to ev'ry faithful mind, 
True to the fop, to merit blind! 
The rogue, the hypocrite may be, 
But ne'er the honeſt, . bleſt by thee ! 
What are thy pleaſures ? nought but pain: 
Or thy rewards ? but cold diſdain, . 


T4 © - Thaw: 
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Thou art the greateſt curſe on men, 


N by the ſequel may be ſeen. 


The widow Trictſy, who had long 
Rul'd tyrant o'er the gay and Youngs, | 

Had ſomething in her face and air 

| Genteel enough — not very fair; 
Sometimes coquetiſh, ſometimes ſhy ; 
In dreſs a perfect butterfly, 5 

She walks with ev'ry ſtep as true, 

As a foot ſoldier at review, 

Then fails along as if ſhe flew. 

She rolls around her wanton eye 

On ev'ry fop that paſſes by; 


i, And now a ſcar, and now a dart, 


She leaves in ev'ry heedleſs heart; 
And this, beſure, without deſign : — | 
Her eyes, in truth, were very fine. 
Sometimes their glowing luſtre burns 
The gazing youth; and then by turns, 
Like Winter ſuns, in clouds they're 2 55 
Her lovers droop beneath the froſt; 

No warming gleams of hope remain, 

They periſh in her cold diſdain. 

Again they ſhine with all their charms, 
More lovers round her riſe in ſwarms ; 
Like new-born inſects, crawl or fly, 
Brought forth by her enliv'ning eye. 


The country Squire, who fondly grave, 


Creeps at her feet, an humble ſlave, 


— * * 
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From thefice determi l 
To charms unſeen, w Wi ebe 
Whilſt fops impertinently gay, 

About her lips and boſom play, 


1 


And flutt'ring round her, vow G die, 


*Scorch'd by the lightning of her eye. 
Ihe ſons of Mars, a gallant N | 
Here try their vigour all in vain - 

All their ROCKS can never*reach 


Her heart : — They die within the breach : 


- Fierce to th' aſſault each hero flies, 55; 
But all their blu/Pring ends in fighs. 
The dapper prieſt in fervent pray'r 
Calls on his God, — but ogles her: 
And only till her ſmile provokes, 
With all his Feroboam frokes, 
And thus with an alternate will, 


She'll now give life, and now Me Hill. 


But ſoon the tyrant's reign was done, 
Her heart at laſt was fix d on one; 
For him alone her boſom heaves, 


And all her ſlaves for him ſhe leaves. 
His brawny back, his well turn'd thigh, 


His ſpreading ſhoulders catch'd her eye; 


His joints with nervous finews ſtrung, 
And his too ſoft perſuaſive ton gue ! 
What widow living could reſiſt, 


When once ſhe felt — how cloſe he Lift] * 
She ſighs, and ſeeks the lonely groves, 


And muſes much, for much ſhe loves: 
15 


A cho uſand 


5 A thn lcd et ied 


To let him know, for him ſhe dies; 


And having rack'd her fruitleſs brain, 


For well concerted ſchemes in vain, 
Her paſſion all her pride o'ercame, 
And ſhe refolv'd to own her flame. 
To her dear Atlas ſtraight ſhe flew, 
Around his neck her arms ſhe threw ; 
Upon his boſom lean'd her head, 


"Xn thus poor, trembling Trey ſaid t: 


My deareſt Atlas, if I be 
At once from pride and coyneſs free z 
Without reſerve, if once I ſhow 
The ſecret love I feel for you; 
By mine on heart I am betray'd, 
A miſerable woman made; 
With flames long hidden I'm conſum” d;; 


O bear me in thy arms e 5 5 


And take my fainting ſoul to reſt 
In the lov'd boſom of thy breaſt. 


The youth with ſoft compaſſion, = -* VEN 


At firſt he pity d, then he lov'd: 
n gaz d a while upon her charms, 
He held her panting in his arm; 
His heart with ſudden raptures beat, 
He felt a ſympathetic heat; 


tt 
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His hands did round her boſom rove, —— 


He fell, alas | ai &er in love. 
Nor at the ſadden change admire, 
All touch-word he, and ſhe all fire. 


Capia 


 Softound an oak's extended boughs 
The twining honey-ſuokle grow, 
And breathes upon it all its 3 
* pay for the ſupport it meets. 
Their paſſion both in pabliek on, 
Their love's the theme of all the town; 
But ſhort the date of human joy! 
He preach'd diſcretion, — ſhe grew coy : 


He thought her ways ſhould be confin'd, — 90 


She'd have them free, as blew the wind; 
And proudly ſhew'd ſhe ſcorn'd reſtraint, 
Nor would ſhe een be thought a faint. 
| Is this her fondneſs ? Atlas cry'd, 
My friend's aſſtſtance mult be try'd, 
And Peter's wily brain may prove 
Of ſervice to reclaim her love. 
Away to Peter ſtraight he flies; 
Peter is crafty, but not wiſe : 
Wiſdom from great experience flows, 
By juſt reflection nurs*d,-it grows; 
But how to play the cunning part, - 
Is learn'd from ſubtility and art. 
Well, — Peter ſigh'd, and ſtroak'd his chin, 
(He*d got the woodcock in his gin) 
And having heard him out, he cry'd, - _ 
If my poor Mopſa had not dy'd, 
Her influence o'er this fickle fair 
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Was being honeſt and ſincere 


When ladies talk, — they don't care what; 


Fr rom 8 ebe deßectedfſlave 2, n 

O'erwhelm'd with grief for her that's bes. 

And all her ſex reſolv'd to ſnuun ? 

But for thy fake L would adviſm. 
That thou ſhouldſt wear. a ſmooth: diſguiſe ; 1 
Lay no reſtraint upon her ways, 3 


But let her act whate'er ſhe ir 697 „„er 
Give up her contract, ſet her fre ¼ 
And when. thy open heart ſhe'll ſee, 


Her fears of: {lavery will ſeem 
The airy phantom of a dream 
And conquer'd thus, once more ſhe'll burn, 
And grateful to thy arms return. 

Alas, a ſtranger to deceit, 
Did never once ſuſpect the cheat, 
But pleas'd with Peter's grave advice, 
Which ſeem'd ſo void of artifice, 


Reſolv'd to act a gen'rous part 


(The dictate of an honeſt heart): 


And gave her up her billet-doux, 


To ſhew he'd. no compulſive VIEWS ;. 
In hopes her gratitude would prove. 


Sufficient to recall her love ; 


And thought the way to win the fair, 


Alas |: fond fool ! that's all a dream, 
A fine imaginary ſcheme! _ 
Honour and faith. may ſerve for chat, 
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And honeſty, perhaps; may oe 7. WAN e, 
On a poœ, harmleſs, country I _ 7 


But ſuch old*virtues ! fo ſevere! 


Deiche was too polite to bear; 
And ſcorn'd to have her modern taſte 
With ſuch mean conftancy debas d. 


And Peter oft had let her fee 


How much he wiſh'd that ſhe'was er Stk 


She may, he ſays, whene'er ſhe eee 
Or ride in ſtate, or lo} at eaſe; | 


His ſervants, and his coach and four, 


Are always ready at the door ; 


His footman in a ſmart toupee, 


Shall *tend her ladyſhip at tea ; - 
While lambent flames in filver burn; 
From ſilver ſpouts the liquors run 
And China's ware in gilded pride, 
Stands rang'd in order by her fide; 
Whilſt round about the gay and young g 
Dwell on the:muſic of her tongue. 
And now he tells her, all ſhe'll find 
In Atlas is a tyrant's mind; 
A ſurly growl, and louring looks, 


Witt dirty ſtudy cramm'd with books 2 


And then his equipage is worſe, 

A pillion! and a pyebald horſe ! 

The ſervants to attend her 1 

A cropt-hair'd boy, and poor old Ml. 
Here Trickſey paus'd on what he ſaid; 


A thouſand things prplex'd her head; » - 
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1 muſt conſult the cunning man; 


r ETER. 


ges Ales walk! with what a ſpring! 


And Paer's ſuch a tiny thing i- 


But Peter's hongur'd with the.gown,. 
And rules, a magiſtrate in town. 
Alas, I think is ſomething too —— 

An under-ſheriff ; that won't do! 
Dis very hard, I find, to:chooſe,, | 
Which of-theſe-two ſhall be my ſpouſes. 
Which e'er it is, I forfeit quite, 

Pleaſures by day, — or joys by night. 

And is there then no method known 

To keep them both? There is but one⸗ 
Wich Peter let me firſt engage, 

Let me ſecure the equipage; 


And when the Gordian knot. is ty'd, : 


Atlas may — compliment the bride, 


And pray now where's the harm of this? i 15 


He'll get — what Peter ne er can miſs... 


Beſides, to ſet the matter even, 


Peter may this way get to Heaven; 
And may hereaſter thank a wife, 


For joys in everlaſting life. 


But when will that hereafter come 2 ? 


What would I give to know my doom? 


Here, Saly, bring my hood and fan, 


And learn from necromantic art, 
How far the fates will take my part. 
Near to her houſe there liv'd,. it ſeems, 


A ſage interpreter of dreams, 
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PETER. 


PO OT TW Ao N 

No doctor living half ſo learn d. r 

He could by urinal diſcover 4 f 

A lady's fortune with her Jones. 

And to a day or two decide, 

How long the patience. of a bride _ 

Should ſtruggle with the marriage nooſe, 

Before kind fate would ſet her looſe. | 

Theſe points, and Trickſey's, were the lame, 

She therefore to the doctor came; 

And having gently touch'd his wand, 

She ope'd her caſe, and croſs'd his hand. 

The doctor, without much ado, 1 

Reach'd down a urinal or two, 

And bid her chooſe, — nor mince the matter, 

For ſhe muſt firſt of all make water. 

The widow having ſtep'd aſide, 
The wide-mouth'd urinal apply d. 

But could not for her life produce 

More than one ſpoonful for his uſe : 

Whilſt he put on a ſolemn look, 

Firſt view'd the glaſs, and then his book; 

And having mutter'd to himſelf, 

He plac'd the bottle on a ſhelf, 

And thus began : — Lady, attend; 

You may be happy —in the end. 

The quantity, indeed, is ſtall, 

Which ſhews ſcarce any joys at all: 

Bubbles that on the ſurface float, 

A feeble, fhort-liv'd man denote — 
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| Hold, doctor, pray now let! me PRIN 


Shall I die firſt ? —Quoth wizard, No. 
Why then fare wel, the widow cryd, 


That's all I want 1 I'll be his bride. 


Thus Peter got a wife once more, 

And laviſh'd out his little ſtore 
Of ſparrow's vigour, an er: 
And in a week, ' with' conſtant toil, 
 Look*ddlikes lamp that wanted oih 
Almoſt expiring: harraſs'd out, 

Like poſt-horſe whipt'the world about, - « 
Or hunter. over hedge arid ditch, 

| Or broom-ftaff rid by Lapland witch; 

' Pfaith, cry'd ſhe, the doctor's right, 
He'll Farce hold out another night. 


And then my charming weeds once more! 


A widow in her coach and four, 
May, ſurely, her affections fix 
On one,. — ee _ ber four to fox. 


Tux 
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| Tus” f A Kk E E R. . 
Z 
Fakeer (a religious well known in the Eaſt 
Not much like a parſon, ſtill leſs like a prieſt) 
With no canting, no fly jeſuitical arts, 
Field-preaching, hypocriſy, learning or parts; 
By a happy refinement in mortification, | 
Grew the oracle, ſaint, and the pope of his nation: 

But what did be do this eſteem to acquire? 

Did. he torture his head or his boſom. with fire "#1 
Was his neck in a portable pillory cas'd ? 

Did he faſten a chain to his leg or his waiſt ? 
No. — His holineſs roſe to this ſovereign pitch 
By the merit of running long nails in his breech. 

A wealthy young Indian, approaching the ſhrine, v 
Thus in banter. accoſts the prophetic divine 
This tribute accept for your int'reſt with FO, + 
Whom with torture you ſerve, and whoſe will you 

muſt know; | 


A Fe i amongſt the Chineſe, for a poor begging 

prieſt. Thoſe pious cheats get a great deal of money by doing 
various acts of penit nce. publicly to excite compaſſion and charity, 
Some of them ae ſeated in a ſort of Sedan, the inſide of which is 
like an harre w full of nails, with their points ſticking towards them, 
ſo that they cannot move without wounding themſclves. They are 
carried about by two fellows hired for the purpoſe of drawing 
money from the people by a purchaſe of ſome of the nails for the 
good of their ſouls, and for which e they ſay, | they undergo 
ſo ſevere a mortification. 


'+. FO is the 82 Saviour of mankind among, the Chineſe, 
To 


2 ——— — rs rn 2” 


186 Tux F A K E E R. 
To your ſuppliant diſcloſe his immortal n 3 
Tell me which of the heav'ns is allotted for me. 


FAR RER. 


Let me firſt know your merits. 


1 


7 I ſtrive to be juſt : 
To be true to my friend, to ay wife, to my truſt : 


In religion I duly obſerve ev? ry form: 


With a heart to my count'ry devoted and warm: 
I give to the poor, and J lend to the rich —— 


I atten na. 


But wow: many nails do you-rur in pour brech i 


3 


INDIA. 


With ſubmiſſion I ſpeak to your .revirences tail; $: 
But mine has no taſte for a ten- penny nail. 


r 


Well! Tl pray to our prophet and get you prefer d; 


Though no farther expect than to heaven the third, 


With me in the thirtieth your ſeat to obtain, 


You muſt qualify duly with r and pain. 


TY DIA N. 
With you in the thirtieth! you impudent rogue if 


Can ſuch wretches as 2 give to madneſs a vogue? 


Though 


— 
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Though the prieſthood of FO on the vulgar impoſe, 
. By ſquinting whole years at the end of their noſe, 
Though with cruel devices of mortification 
They adore a vain idol of modern creation, 
Does the God of the heav'ns ſuch a ſervice direct? 
Can his mercy approve a ſelf-puniſhing ſect ? 
Will his wiſdom be worſhip'd with chains and with 
"Rn? | 1 0 
Or e'er look for his rites in your noſes and tails ? 
Come along to my houſe and theſe penances leave, 
Give your belly a feaſt, and your, breech a reprieve. 
This reas'ning unhing'd each fanatical notion 
And ſtagger'd our faint, in his chair of promotion. 
At length with reluctance he roſe from his ſeat : 
And reſigning his nails and his fame for retreat; 
Two weeks his new life he admir'd and enjoy'd: 
The third he with plenty and quiet was cloy'd.: 
To live undiftinguiſh'd"to.him was the pain, 
An exiſtence unnotic'd he could not ſuſtain. 
In retirement he figh'd for the fame-giving chair: 
For the crowd to admire him, to rey'rence and 


ſtare : | 
No endearments of pleaſure and eaſe could prevail ; 


He the ſaintſhip reſum'd, and new larded his tail. 
Our Fateer repreſents all the vot'ries of fame: 
Their ideas, their means, and their end is the ſame: 


* Some of thoſe impoſtors pretend to ſee the Divinity in the 

le wh a even light at the end of their noſes, and 777 keep 

err eyes fixed to that point, for a conſiderable length of time, 
withenz Woving them. 
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168 JUSTICE A LA MODE. 
. The ſportſman, the buck ; all the heroes of viee, 
With their gallantry, lewdneſs, the bottle and dice; 


The poets, the criticks, the metaphyſicians, 


The courtier, the patriot, all politicians; 
The ſtateſman begirt with th' importunate ring, 
(I had almoft compleated my lift with the king), 


All labour alike to illuſtrate my tale; 
All tortur'd by choice with th' inviſible nail. 


— 


"JUSTICE 4 la MODE, 
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7H OEVER has a cauſe dependant, 
(Let him be plantif or e e 

Muſt (tho? it is a cuſed e 

Bribe, who wou'd think it ?- e' en his lordſhip. 

For ju/ice ſeldom can prevail, 

A purſe of guineas turns the ſcale, 

In vain his right the plantiff pleads, 

In vain produces title-deeds ; 

If the defendant will diſburſe, 


* And lily tip my lord a purſe, 


He, learn'd in quibbles of the law, 


In plantiſ's title finds a flaw : 
Kigbt, tithe, equity muſt fall, 


* The weighty purſe o er- rules them all. 


De 
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| But left you think I've got the trick 
Of ſcattering dirt where none will tick, 
That I lampoons and libels make, 

And ſcandalize for fcandal fake : 

You who ſuppoſe the rev'rend tribe 
Of judges ſcorn to take a bribe, 
Pray liſten, and a ſtory hear, 

Which makes what I've aſſerted clear. 


Two neighb'ring gentlemen of late, 


Fell out about a ſmall eſtate ; 

As it appears, the roll upon 

One's name was Jones, the other John. 

Each claim'd a right againſt the other, 

Jones by the father, John the mother; 

Tis true it was by moſt confeſt, 

That Fones's title was the beſt; 

But om had got the ſtaff in hand, 

And took paſſeſſion of the land; 

Poſſeſſion, wiſely he foreſaw, 

Would make eleven points in law. 
The controverſy ſoon grew high, 

In vain a few good neighbours try, 

That arbitrators may decide it, 

Or that the eſtate ſhould be divided. 

Each, like two maſtiffs for a bone, 

Inſiſted upon all or none. | 
Thus terms of arbitration failing, 

The parſon likewiſe not prevailing, 


Law muſt decide who's right, who's wrong; : 


NY w to law, they go ding —_ 
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vgs: JUSTICE A LA MODE, 
| Fones to a lawyer put his caſe, | 
And tells him how the matter was. 
The lawyer (as all lawyers do, | 
When they have got a canſe in view) 
Tells him he's right; bids him go on, 
And get ejectment ſerv'd on John. 
If fo, ſays Jones, why then with ſpeed, 

I authorize you to proceed: 

Don't hang me up too long, I pray; 

So took his leave, and went away. 

The lawyer having full inſtruction, 

With uſual ec the introduction, 

To ev'ry cauſe, (be't good or bad, 
The fee, Sir, always muſt be had) 

Wrote to his agent up in town, 

To ſend him an ejectment down. 

Th' ejectment comes, is ſerv'd on Fobn, 

And all things properly went on. 

To tell, I hold it needleſs, Sir, 

How oft defendant did demur, 
| How many tricks and quirks he play'd ; 

(His lawyer, tho' I ſhou'd have ſaid) 

For then my tale wou'd quickly be 
Long as a bill in Chancery, _ 
And make the reader cry, I wiſh you, 
Would bring your tale and cauſe to iſſue. 

Well—to the point, (without digreſſion, 

And all rhetorical expreſſion) 
We'll now ſuppoſe th' affizes come, 
Judge uſher'd in with beat of drum; 
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| JUSTICE A LA MODE. 
By ſherifP*s-officers ſurrounded, 

Before his coach the trumpets ſounded:; 

Whilſt every where the ſervile rout, 

Roar in an univerſal ſhout. 

So when of old from foreign war, 

Some Roman chief, in ſplendid car, 

Return'd victorious, all around 

The expanded roar*of mob wou'd ſound, 

To make my ſimile more fit, 
(For ſimiles ſhou'd always hit) 

Such were the ſhouts: that fill'd the air, 
When the poor fidler and the bear, 
Cudgell'd, and beaten much, alas 
Were forc'd to yield to Hudibras. 

Pray, with your ſimiles have done; 
Say you, and with your tale go on. 
The raree-ſhow being paſt, the riot 
Made by the mob was huſh'd and quiet, 
The judge took lodging, where d'ye think? 
Why, where he beſt could car and drink, 

It feems the cauſe Fortes contra John 
Stood firſt in paper to come on 
When Jones, the caſe conſidering nicely, 
Came to a reſolution wiſely, 

A preſent to my lord to make ; 
(Which judges ſeldom fail to take) 

For tho), by right, th' eſtate was his, 
A arc cou'd not de amiſs. 

Thus fix'd, he to his lordſhip goes, 

And after many ſcrapes and bows, 
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Thus he begins: My lord, you ſee 

« Your humbleſt ſervant here in me; ; | 
« I have an humble ſuit to move, 
And hope you will indulgent prove; . 
<« Obſerving as through town you paſt, 

« Your coach, my lord, was not the beſt, _ 
“ Seem'd to be old, and want repair, 
<« P've one will fit you to a hair, 

.K As good a one as hands can make it, 

I hope you'll be ſo kind to take it.” 

He ſeated, Sir,” the judge replies— 

« A very honeſt fellow this 

4 Speak on” —4 Why then, (ſays Jones) my lord | 
c ] have a cauſe that mult be heard 
<« By you in court to-morrow,” —<« What 

(Replies the judge) © wou'd you be at 
« What! bribe a judge] to me a bribe ? 

« No! juſtice only is my guide.” 

Says Jones, cc My lord, you quite miſtake it, 
Jas a preſent only make it. 

« Oh!” quoth my lord, & if / you give it 
« ] as a preſent may receive it; 

« All judges look on br:bes as mean, 

« And, heaven be prais'd, my hands are clean ; 

« Yet, for your kindneſs, honeſt man, 
« I'll do you all the good J can. 

« Your cauſe is right, I do believe, 

„ And I'Il for you a verdict give.“ | 
Jones, well contented at the heart, 
Made a low bow, and did depart. E 
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No ſooner was the plaintiſt gone, 
But in comes the defendant Fohn. 
« My lord — as thro” the town you rode, 
« I thought your horſes were not good; 
« I've fix fine Flanders mares at home, 
Not better are in Chriftendom ; 
« For you, my lord, this year I've kept *em, 
« And humbly beg you'll now accept em; 
« But when in court, my lord, you ſee 
« Your loweſt ſlave, remember me.” 
« Ay!” quoth the judge, « why ſince you 
cc proffer 
« Thus kindly, I accept your offer. 
« Go home, and ſleep content to-night, 
« The canſe is yours, your cauſe is right.“ 
The trial came next morning on, 
My lord a verdict gives for John. 
Jones, (and good reaſon too he had) 
His cauſe thus loſt was dev'liſh mad. 
He ſtraightway to his lordſhip goes, 
And enters now without his bows. 
« My lord, ſays he, you've us'd me vilely, 
« Who wou'd depend on judge fo wily? 
« When right was on my coach attendant, 
« What! give a verdict for defendant 2” 
« Hold ! hold your breath!“ his Jordſhip Cries, 
And thus in manner ſage replies. 
« *T was not my fault, as God ſhall ſave me, 
«EN Tre mares, dz fendant gave me, 
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“(In vain your coach and juſtice cry'd, Sir 
& Drew coach and juſtice both aſide, Sir.” 

Thus Janes (to Law a great reproach) 
Was ſtript of both gate and coach. 


Tur NE W-RIVER HEAD. 
E 
BY ROBERT LLOYD. 


A Genius once incog. came down 
From his equivocal dominions, 
And travell'd o'er a country town 
To try folks tempers and opinions : 

And now the night was pitchy dark, 
Without one ſtar's indulgent ſpark ; 
At the beſt houſe in all the town, 
(It was th' attorney's you may ſwear) 
He knock'd as he'd have beat it down, 
Knock as you would, no entrance there. 


„ This tale 3s ſaid to be taken from Beroaldut, and is, with 
fome circumſtantial alterations, the ſame that is told in a ſmall 
tract, called, A Conference between the late Duke of Buckingham 
and a Prieft, whom the late King James the IId. ſent to convert 
bim to Popery. 1 ul 
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But from the window cry'd the dame, 
Go, ſirrah, go, from whence you came; 

Here, Nell, John, Thomas, ſee who knocks, 
Fellow, I'll put you in the ſtocks. 

He trudg'd away in angry mind, 
And thought but cheaply of mankind, 
Till thro' a caſement's dingy pane, 
A ruſh-light's melancholy ray 
Bade him e'en try his luck again. 

So to this cot of homely thatch, 
In the ſame plight the genius came: 
Down comes the dame, lifts up the latch, 
What want ye, fir ?—God fave you, dame. 
And ſo he told a piteous tale, 
Which he ſucceſsleſs told before, 
Your patience and my own would fail 
Were I to tell it o'er and o'er. 
Suffice it, that my goody's care 
Brought forth her beſt, tho' fumple fare; 
No matter what was after faid, 
He ate and drank, and went to bed. 
The dame and pedlar both aroſe 
At early dawn of riſing day, 
She to her work of folding cloaths, 
And he to travel on his way; 
But much he thought himſelf to blame, 
If, as in duty ſurely bound, 
He did not thank the careful dame 
For the reception he had found, 

K 2 | Hoſteſs 
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| . Hoſteſs, quoth he, before I go, 


I thank you for your hearty fare; 
May what you firſt begin to do, 

Create ſuch profit and delight, 

That you may do it all day through, 

Nor finiſh till the depth of night. 

Thank you, ſhe ſaid, and ſhut the door, 

Turn'd to her work, and thought no more. 
And now the napkin which was ſpread 

To treat her gueſt with good brown bread, 
She folded up with niceſt care, 
When lo! another napkin there 

And every folding did beget 

Another, and another yet. | 

She folds a ſhift—by ſtrange encreaſe 

The remnant ſwells into a piece. 
Her caps, her laces, all the ſame, 

Till ſuch a quantity of linen, 
From ſuch a very ſmall beginning, 

Flow'd in at once upon the dame, 
Who wonder'd how the deuſe it came, 
That with the drap'ry ſhe had got, 

Within her little ſhabby cot, 

She might for all the town provide, 

And break both York-/treet and Cheapfide. 

Good news will fly as well as bad, 
So out this wond'rous {tory came, 
About the pedlar and the dame, 
Which made th' attorney's wife ſa mad, 
That ſhe reſoly'd at any rate, 
= of Cs Spite 
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Spite of her pride and lady airs, 41 
To get the pedlar tete-a-tete, 

And make up all the paſt affairs. 
| Now all was racket, noiſe, and pother, 
Nell running one way, John another, 


And Tom was on the coach-horſe ſent, 3 | 7 | 


Jo learn which way the pedlar went. 

| Thomas return'd ;—the. pedlar brought: 

So in they came, and for his picking, 

Behold the table-covers ſpread, 

Inſtead of goody's cheeſe and bread, 

With tarts, and fiſh, and fleſh, and chicken, 

And more the pedlar to regale, 

And make the wond'rous man her friend, 

 Decanters foam'd of mantling ale, 

And port and claret without end ; 

Till eating, drinking, talking paſt, 

The kind houſe-clock {truck twelve at laſt, 

The pedlar pleaded weary head, 

Made his low bow, and went to bed. 
The morning came—when thus the gueſt ;z— 

For this your entertainment's ſake, 

If aught of good my wiſh can do, 

May what you firſt ſhall undertake, 

Laſt without ceaſing all day through. 
Madam, who kindly underſtood 

His wiſh effectually good, 

Straight dropp'd a curtſie wond'rous low, 

For much ſhe wanted him to go, 
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That ſhe might look up all her ſtore, 


And turn it into thouſands more. 
How ſhall I now my tale purſue, 


So paſſing ſtrange, ſo paſſing true 


When every bit from every hoard 
Was brought and laid upon the board, 
Leſt ſome. more urgent obligation 


Might interrupt her pleaſing toil, 


And marring half her application, 
The promis'd hopes of profit ſpoil, 
Into the garden ſhe would go 

To do that neceſſary thing, 


Which muſt be done by all you know, 


By rich and poor, and high and low, 
By male and female, queen and king. 


She little dream'd a common action, 


Practis'd as duly as her pray'rs, 


Should prove fo tedious a tranſaction, 
Or coſt her ſuch a fea of cares. 


In ſhort, the ſtreams ſo plenteous flow'd, 
That in the dry and duſty weather 

She might have water'd all the road 

For ten or twenty miles together, 

What could ſhe do? as it began 

Th' involuntary torrent ran. 

Inſtead of folding cap or mob, 

So dreadful was this diſtillation, 


That from a ſimple wat'ring job, 


She fear'd a gen'ral inundation. gh 
| While 
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Cou'd not be kept from Jove s embrace 


The reaſon of the thing is clear; | 
Would ove the naked truth declare: 


By age deliver'd down to youth; 


Why ſo myſterious, why fo jealous ? 
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While for her indiſcretion's crime, 


And coveting too great a ſtore, 


She piſs'd a river at a time, 
Which ſure was never done before. 
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AN ENGLISH PADLOCK. 


By Mr. PRIOR. 


ISS Danae, when fair and young 
(As Horace has divinely ſung) 


By doors of ſteel, and walls of braſs, 


Cupid was with him of the party, 
And ſhew'd himſelf ſincere and hearty 
For, give that whipſter but his errand, 
He takes my lord chief juſtice? warrant : 
Dauntleſs as death away he walks; 
Breaks the doors open, ſnaps the locks ; 
Searches the parlour, chamber, ſtudy z _ 
Nor ſtops, till he has Culprit's body. 
Since this has been authentic truth, 
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Tell us, miſtaken huſband, tell us, 
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Does the reſtraint, the bolt, the bar, 
Make us leſs curious, her leſs fair? - 
The ſpy, which does this treaſure keep, 
Does {he ne'er ſay her pray'rs,.nor ſleep? 
Does ſhe to no excefs incline ? 
Does ſhe fly muſic, mirth, and wine ? 
Or have not gold and flatt'ry pow'r, 

To purchaſe one unguarded hour? 
Your care does further yet extend : 
That ſpy is guarded by your friend. — 

But has this friend nor eye, nor heart ? 

May he not. feel the cruel dart, 

Which, ſoon or late, all mortals feel? 

May he not, with too tender zeal, 

Give the fair pris'ner cauſe to ſee, 

How much he wiſhes ſhe were free ? 

May he not craftily infer 

The rules of friendſhip too ſevere, 

Which chain him to a hated truſt ; 
Which make him wretched, to be juſt ? 

And may not ſhe, this darling ſhe, 

Youthful and, healthy, fleſh and blood, 

_ Eaſy with him, ill-us'd by thee, 

Allow this logic-to be good ? 

« Sir, will your queſtions never end? 

<« I truſt to neither ſpy nor friend; 

« In ſhort, I keep her from the fight 

« Of ev'ry human face.“ She'll write. 

« From pen and paper ſhe's debarr'd.” -— 

Has ſhe a bodkin and a card * 


She'll 


She'll prick her mind.“ She will, you fay : 


cc But how ſhall ſhe that mind convey ? 


cc J keep her in one room: I lock it: 

« The key (look here) is in this pocket.“ 
The key-hole, is that left? © Moſt certain.” — 
She'll thruſt her letter thro.— Sir Martin. 

« Dear angry friend, what muſt be done? 

ce Is there no way ?”— There is but one. 
Send her abroad ; and let her ſee, 
That all this mingled maſs, which ſhe 
Being forbidden longs fo know, 
Is a dull farce, an empty ſhow, 

Powder, and pocket-glaſs, and beau; - 
A ſtaple of romance and lies, 
Falſe tears, and real perjuries: 
Where ſighs and looks are bought and- fold ; 
And love is made but to be told : 
Where the fat bawd, and laviſh heir, 
The ſpoils of ruin'd beauty ſhare : 
And youth ſeduc'd from friends and fame, 
Muſt give up age to want and ſhame. 
Let her behold the frantic ſcene, 
The women wretched, falſe the men: 

And when, theſe certain ills to ſhun, 

She would to thy embraces run, 
Receive her with extended arms : 

Seem more delighted with her charms. 
Wait on her to the Park and play: 
Put on good humour; make her gay: 
* 5 1 Be 
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202 SPIRIT or CONTRADICTION. 
Be to her virtues very kind; | 


Be to her faults a little blind : 
Let all her ways be unconfin'd: 
And clap your Padlck-— on her mind. 


a H 


The SpTIRIT of CONTRADICTION. 


4 AUK, 
By N. L L UTB. 


HE very ſillieſt things in life | 
Create the moſt material ftrife. 
What ſcarce will ſuffer a debate, 
Will oft produce the vitt'reſt hate. 


It is you ſay — I ſay *tis not. 


— Why you grow warm — and I am hot. 
Thus each alike with paſſion glows, 


And words eome firft, and after blows. 


Friend Fer#in had an income clear, 
Some fifteen pounds, or more a year, 
And rented, on the farming plan, 
Grounds at much greater ſums per ann, 
A man of confequence, no doubt, 
Among his neighbours round about : 
He was of frank and open mind, 

Too honeſt to be much refin'd ; 
| Would 
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Would ſmoke his pipe and tell his tale, 
Sing a good ſong, and drink his ale. 
His wife was of another mould; 
Her age was neither young nor old; 
Her features ftrong, but ſomewhat plain; 3 
Her air not bad, but rather vain; 
Her temper neither new nor ſtrange, 
A woman's, very apt to change; 

What ſhe moſt hated was conviction, 
What ſhe moſt lov'd, flat contradiction. 
A charming houſewife ne'ertheleſs ; 

— Tell me a thing ſhe cou'd not dreſs, 
Soups, haſhes, pickles, puddings, pies, 
Nought came amiſs — ſhe was ſo wiſe. 
For ſhe, bred twenty miles from town, 
Had brought a world of breeding down, 
And Cumberland had ſeldom ſeen 
A farmer's wife with ſuch a mein ; 

She could not bear the found of dame z 
— No — Miſtreſs Fer#in was her name. 

She could harangue with wond*rous grace 

On gowns and mobs, and caps and lace; 
But though ſhe ne'er adorn'd his brows, 

She had a vaſt contempt for ſpoule, 

As being one who took no pride, 

And was a deal too countrify'd : 

Such were our couple, man and wife; 
Such were their means and way of life, 

Once on a time, the ſeaſon fair, 


For exerciſe and chearful air, „ 
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It happen'd in his morning s ram 
He kill'd his birds, and brought them home. 
Here, Cceh, take away my gun 
* How ſhall we have theſe ſtarlings done?“ 
— Done; what, my love? Your wits are wild; 
« Starlings | my dear; they're thruſhes, child.” 
« Nay now but look, conſider,” wife, 
« They're ſtarlings* —* No — upon my life: 
Sure I can judge as well as you, 
© I know a thruſh and ſtarling too.“ 
« Who was it ſhot them, you or T? = 
« They're —_— Thruſhes.“ — * Zounds, 
you lie.“ | 
© Pray, Sir, cake "PR your dirty word, 
© I ſcorn your language as your bird; 
© It ought to make a huſband bluſh, 
- © To treat a wife ſo bout a thruſh.” 
« Thruſh, Greely /*—© Ves.“ A ftarling” No.“ 
The lie again, and then a blow. 
Blows carry ſtrong and quick conviction, 
And mar the pow'rs of contradiction. 
Peace ſoon enſu'd, and all was well, 
It were imprudence to rebel, 
Or keep the ball up of debate 
Againſt theſe arguments of weight. 
A year roll'd on in perfect eaſe, 
T was as you like, and what you pleaſe, 
Till in its courſe and order due, 


Came March the twentieth, fifty- two. 


Quoth 
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Quoth Cicely, Ah, this charming life! 
C N o tumults now, no blow, no ſtrife. 
© What fools we were this day laſt year 
Lord, how you beat me then, my dear! — 
© Sure it was idle and abſurd 15 
© To wrangle ſo about a bird; 
A bird not worth a ſingle ruſh'— 
A ſtarling !“ No, my love, a * 
« That I'll maintain.” “ That I'll deny. 
« Your wrong, good huſband.. Wife, you lie,” F 
Again the ſelf-ſame wrangle roſe, 
Again the lie, again the blows. 
Thus ev'ry year (true man and wife) 
Enſues the ſame domeſtic ſtrife. 
Thus ev'ry year their quarrel ends, 
They argue, fight, and kiſs, and friends, 
*T is ſtarling, thruſh, and thruſh, and ſtarling; 
You dog, you b=— ; my dear, my darling. 
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A T 
By Dr. XING. 


Virtuoſo had a mind to ſee 
One that would never diſcontented be, 
But in a careleſs way to all agree 
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He had a ſervant much of ſp's kind, 
Of perſonage uncouth, but ſprightly mind: 
Humpus, ſays he, I order that you ſind 
Out ſuch a man, with ſuch a character, 
He, in this paper now I give you here, 
Or I will lug your ears, or crack your pate, 
Or rather you {hall meet with harder fate, 
For I will break your back, and ſet you ftrait. 
Bring him to dinner. Humpus ſoon withdrew, 
Was ſafe, as having ſuch a one in view, 
At Covent- Garden dial, whom he found 
Sitting with thoughtleſs air, and look profound. 
Who ſolitary gaping without care, 
Seem'd to ſay, who is't will go any where? 
Says Humpus, Sir, my maſter bade me pray 
Your company to dine with him to day. 

He ſnuffs; then follows; up the ſtairs he goes, 
And ne'er pulls off his hat, nor cleans his ſhoes, 
But looking round him, ſaw a handſome room, 

And did not much repent that he was come; 

Cloſe to the fire he draws an elbow- chair, 

And lolling eaſy does for ſleep prepare. 

In come the family, but he fits ſtill, 

Thinks, let them take the other chairs that will. 

The maſter thus accoſts him, © Sir, you're wet; 

“ Pray have a cuſhion underneath your feet.“ 

Thinks he, if 1 do ſpoil it, need I care? 

I fee he has eleven more to ſpare. 

Dinner's brought up, the wife is bid retreat, 
And at the upper end muſt be his ſeat, . 


This 
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This is not very uſual, thinks the clown, 
But is not all the family his own ? | 
And why ſhould I, for contradiction's ſake, 
Loſe a good dinner, which he bids me take? 
If from his table ſhe diſcarded be, | 1 
What need I care? there is the more for me. 
After awhile the daughter's bid to ſtand, 
And bring him whatſoever he'll command. 
Thinks he, the better from the fairer hand. 
Young maſter next mult riſe to fill him wine, 
And ftarve himſelf to ſee the booby dine. | 
He does t. The father aſks, what have you there ? 
low dare you give a ſtranger vinegar ? 
Sir, *twas Champaigne I gave him. — Sir, indeed, 
Take him and ſcourge him till the raſcal bleed; 
Don't ſpare him for his tears nor age: — III try 
If cat-o*-nine-tails can excuſe a lye. 
Now, thinks the clown, *twas wine I do believe; 
But ſuch young rogues are apteſt to deceive : 
He's none of mine, but his own fleſh and blood, 
And how know I but 't may be for his good ? 
When the deſert came on, and jellies brought, 
Then was the diſmal ſcene of finding fault; 
They were ſuch hideous, filthy, pois'nous ſtuff, 
Could not be rail'd at, nor reveng'd enough. 
Humus was aſk'd who made em '— I rembling he 
Said, “ Sir, it was my lady gave em me.“ 
Indeed] — No more ſuch poiſon ſhall ſhe give, 
I'll burn the witch; *ti'n't fitting ſhe ſhould live; 
ol Bet 
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Set faggots i in the court, I'll make her fry, 
And pray, good Sir, may't it pleaſe you to be by. 
Then ſmiling, ſays the clown, upon my life, 
A pretty fancy this to burn one's wife ! 
And ſince I find *tis really your deſign, 
* let me juſt ſtep Nome, and fetch you mine, 


IEEE I++ S 
H FECT WATERS. 
| 1 A TALE, | 
Extrafled from the Natural FHiftory of Berkſhire, 
By Mrs. MARY NONE 6. 


55 WO Nymphs of chaſte Diana's train, 
Both fair, and tolerably vain, 

One morning early left their beds, | 
And faid their pray'rs, and dreſt . heads. 
The coach was order'd, in they ſtep, - 
Not well awake, nor quite aſleep : 
Of well-dreſs'd beaus a brace they chuſe, 
At once for ornament, and uſe. 

Their. converſation need I tell ? 
Or who ſpoke moit, or which ſpoke well ? 
Or how it ran of various things, 

Of queens and grottos, wars and kings, | 
- | Of 
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Of fortune-tellers, or the faſhion, 
Of marriage, or predeſtination? 
In ſhort, they ſettled all the nation. 
Not many miles the nymphs were come, 
Ere Chloe wiſh'd ſhe'd ſtay'd at home; 1 
Her lively colour comes and goes, 
The lilly ſtruggled, and the roſe. 
« I wiſh!? —— Wiſh on, thou gentle maid ; 
Of wiſhes need one be afraid ? 
« Why then” — and whiſper'd ſomething tow ; 
But what, or when, or where, or how, 
None but the muſe ſhall ever know. 

Yet truſt me, prudes, it was no more, 

Than you or I have wiſh'd before: 
Bright Emih, of royal race, 

Might wiſh the ſame in ſuch a caſs. 

In ſhort, — the lady — but no matter: 

I'll never tell one earthly creature. 

For why ſhould I, in lays forbidden, 

Unveil what cy/?om would have hidden? 

But left the beaus, for beaus might blame, 
Should hear, and after hurt her fame, 

On each ſhe caſt a languid look, 

And thus the heroes twain beſpoke. 

« What vaſt variety of woe 

Does Jove let fall on folks below! 

« Poor Kitty, who but yeſterday 

« Was all fo giggling, and ſo gay, 

« Is pouring now the frantic tear, 


1 And bares her breaſt, and beats the air: 


4 
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All comfort from her boſom's fled, 
“ For ah! her parroquet is dead. 
c Now ' tis but civil, as I gueſs, 
« To viſit people in diſtreſs ; 
« If not for love, in ſpite, or joke, 
« To ſee how horridly they look: 
« For grief the faireſt cheek will ſtain, 
« And make folks look extremely plain. 
e Then wonder not, if I alight, | 
« To do what's decent, and what's right, 
« To viſit firſt the hapleſs maid, 
“ Then pay the rite to Polh's ſhade : 
« Whoſe grave PF' ſprinkle m— with my tears, 
&« And mix my friendly drops with hers. 
« Excuſe me then I can no more 
: « Here, Thomas, ſtop; undo the door.“ 
8 Tom ſtops, and Chloe ſoon alights, 
Looks pleas'd, but full of fears and frights. 
Sir Fopling he muſt needs attend her, 
And, with a ſpeech, his hand will lend her. 
« O no, Sir Fopling! — You'll excuſe it; 
« Time's precious, and we mult not loſe it.“ 
Away ſhe flies, as ſwift as wind, 
And leaves the lover far behind. 
At length a little farm ſhe ſees, 
Surrounded by a clump of trees ; 
No yelping cur was heard from far, 
The door had neither bolt nor bar: 
1 90 in ſhe goes, and looks around, 
But no expedient's to be found. 


What 
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What ſhall ſhe do ? Her wants are preſling, 
And ſpeedily require redrefling. 4 0 
In haſte fhe trips it to the dairy, 
In hopes to find or Nan or Mary; 
But not a living ſoul was there, 
Nor cat to ſquall, nor mouſe to ſtir. 
In ſhort, the bus'nefs muſt be done; 
Time to confider there was none. 

The cream-pot firſt ſhe fill'd with liquor, 
Fit for the thorax of the vicar. 
Nay ode himſelf, the ſkies protector, 
Would call ſuch liquor heavenly near. 
So in a grot, Pve ſeen enthron'd 
Some river goddeſs, oſier crown'd, 
Pour all her copious urns around. 
Hence plenteous crops our harveſts yield, 
And Ceres Jaughs thro? all the field. 
A pan of milk, unſkimm'd its cream, 
Did next receive the bounteous ſtream ; 
The bounteous ſtream in bubbles breaks, 
And many a curious eddy makes. 
O ſtop, dear nymph ; alack ! forbear ; 
Spoil not our cheeſe | our butter ſpare ! 
What will poor goody Baucis ſay, 
To ſee her milk all turn'd to whey ? 
The nymph was deaf, the noiſe was loud, 


And who hear leſs than thoſe that ſhou'd ? 


So in an aqueduct I've ſtood, 
And heard aghaſt the headlong flood: 
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What tho? with Stentor's lungs you call; 
1 hear you not, I'm deafneſs all. tt Loc 
The rite perform'd, herſelf much eas d, 
And Polh's gentle ſhade appeas'd, 
Back to her company ſhe flies, 
Quite unobſerv'd by vulgar eyes. 
The muſe indeed behind her ftood, - 
And heard the noiſe, and ſaw the flood. 
But when poor. Baucis from the field 
Return' d, and faw her veſſels fill'd; 
How did ſhe lift her hands, and . l 
And cry'd — “ What fairy has been here? 15 
] left this milk- pan yet to ſkim, 
Le And faw no bubbles on the brim ! 
0 My cream- pot too was hardly full, 
er But now it over- flows the bowl! 
4 Yet no diſorder I can view, 
« No ſix-pence left in Kattern's ſhoe : I 
_ « My pewter on the ſhelyes have ſlept, 
The houle too's neither bruſht nor ſwept. 
cc Well; guard us all, I fay, from evil! 
« For mighty watchful is the devil.” 
A large brown jug ſtood there apart, 
The reſervoir of near a quart ; 
The liquor pure, as amber fine, 
But ſtock'd with particles ſaline, 
Now Baucis, who came hot from work, 
Was very dry, her dinner por; 
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She ſmelt it, and no full-blown roſe + 
Sent half the fragrance to her noſe, 
It looks, thinks ſhe, like cowſlip wine, 
And if not ſweet, I'm ſure *tis fine: 


However, tis a ſin to waſte it, 


I'll &'em take heart o'grace, and taſte it — 
She drank, and down the liquor went ; 

« A little, and therewith content, | 

« We learn, ſays ſhe, from good St. Pay 
« And ſure content is all in all! . 
« Our beer is dead, but no great matter, 

& Tis better ſtill than common water. 

« We poor folks muſt make ſhift, *tis true; 
« Howe'er, to give the dev'l his due, 

« E'en let him bake, but never brew.” 
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One draught, cry'd ſhe, of good ſound beer ! 
I'm thirſty, and no creature near | 
Let's ſee what heav'n has ſent us here. 
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A TALE. 


By Dr. K LNG. 


WO nei ehbourt— Cd and Folt, would mar- 
ry d bes | 
But did not in their choice of wives agree. 
Cd thought a cuckold was a monſtrous beaſt, 
With two huge glaring eyes and ſpreading creſt ; 
Therefore reſolving never to be ſuch, | 
5 Marry'd a wife none but himſelf could touch. 
Jolt thinking marriage was decreed by fate, 
Which ſhews us whom to love, and whom to hate, 
To a young handſome jolly laſs made court, 
And gave his friends convincing reaſon for't, 
That ſince in life ſuch miſchief may be had, 
Beauty had ſomething ſtill that was not bad. 
Within two months fortune was pleas'd to ſend 
A tinker to Cd's houſe with braſs to mend. 
The good old wife ſuryey'd the brawny ſpark, 
And found his chine was large,tho*count*nance dark. 
Firſt ſhe appears in all her airs, then tries 
The ſquinting efforts of her am'rous eyes. 
Much time was ſpent, and much deſire expreſt : 
At laft the tinker cry'd, few words are beſt ; 
Give me that ſkillet then, and if I'm true, 
I dearly earn it for the work I do. 
A They 
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They *greed : they parted ; on the tinker goes 
With the ſame ſtroke of pan, and twang of noſe, 
*THI he at Fo7's beheld a ſprightly dame, 
That ſet his native vigour all on flame. 
He looks, ſighs, faints, at laſt begins to cry, 
And can you then let a young tinker die? 
Says ſhe, give me your ſkillet then, and try. 
My ſkillet ! Both my heart and ſkillet take; 
I wiſh it were a copper for your ſake. 

After all this, not many days did paſs, 
Chad ſitting at Folf's houſe ſurvey'd the braſs, 
And glittring pewter ſtanding on the ſhelf, 
Then after ſome gruff mutt'ring with himſelf, 
Cry'd, prithee, Folt, how came that ſkillet thine ? 
You know as well as I, quoth ol, t'en't mine; 
But I'll aſk Nan. Twas done; Nan told the matter 
In truth as *twas ; then cry'd, you've got the bet- 

mr: | | | 

For tell me, deareſt, whether you would chuſe 
To be a gainer by me, or to loſe ? 
As for our neighbour Clog, this J dare ſay, 
We've beauty and a ſkillet more than they. 


aan 


Hop FAST BELOW. 
A TALE. | 
By Dr. KING. 


HERE was a lad th' unluckieſt of his crew, 
Was ſtill contriving ſomething bad, but new; 
His comrades all obedience to him paid, 
In executing what deſigns he laid; 


T was they ſhould rob the orchard, he'd retire, 
His foot was ſafe, while theirs was in the fire. 


He kept them in the dark to that degree, 
None ſhould preſume to be ſo wiſe as he ; 
But being at the top of all affairs, 

The profit was his own, the miſchief theirs : 


There fell ſome words made him begin to doubt, 
I be rogues would grow fo wiſe to find him out; 
He was not pleas'd with this, and fo next day 


He cries to em as going juſt to play: 

What a rare jack-daw's neſt is there] look up, x: 
You ſee *tis almoſt at the ſteeple's top. 

Ah, ſays another, we can have no hope 

Of getting thither to't without a rope. 


Says then the fleering ſpark with courteous grin, 
By which he drew his infant cullies in; 

Nothing more eaſy : did you never ſee 

How in a ſwarm bees hanging, bee by bee, 


Make a long fort of rope below the tree.? | 
» „ 
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Why mayn't we do the ſame, good Mr. John? 

For that contrivance pray let me alone. 

Tom ſhall hold Mili, you Will and I'll hold you, 

And then I warrant you the thing will do. 

But if there's any does not care to try, 

Let us have no jack-daws, and what care I! 
That touch'd the quick, and ſo they ſoon com- 

ply'd, | 

No argument like that was &'er deny 1 

And therefore inſtantly the thing was try'd. 

They hanging down on ſtrength above depend, 

Then to himſelf mutters their truſty friend, 

The dogs are almoſt uſeleſs grown to me, 

1 ne'er ſhall have ſuch opportunity, 8 


To part with em; and ſo e' en let em go, 1 


Then cries aloud : So ho! my lads! ſo ho, 
You're gone, unleſs ye all hold faſt below. 


"They've ſerv'd my turn, fo tis fit time to drop 


em; 
The devil, if he wants em, I him flop em. 


. Tar 
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{Pits at morn and ev'ning pray'r, 
Had worn her velvet cuſhion bare; 
Upward ſhe taught her eyes to roll, 
As if ſhe watch'd her ſoaring ſoul; 
And when devotion warm'd the croud, 
None ſang, or ſmote their breaſt fo loud: 
Pale penitence had mark'd her face 
With all the meagre ſigns of grace. 
Her maſs-book was compleatly lin'd 
With painted ſaints of various kind.: 
But when in ev'ry page ſhe view d 
Pine ladies who the fleſh ſubdu'd, 
As quick her beads ſhe counted o'er, 
She cry'd—ſach wonders are no more! 
She choſe not to delay confeſſion, 
To bear at once a year's tranſgrefſion ;. 
But ev'ry week ſet all things even, 
And balanc'd her accounts with heav'n. 
Behold her now in humble guiſe, 
Upon her knees with downcaſt eyes 
Before the prieſt: ſhe thus begins, 
And ſobbing, blubbers forth her ſins. 
| Who could that tempting man reſiſt? 
W virtue languiſh'd, as he kifſs'd ; 
T0 = I ftrove, 
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I ftrove,till I could ſtrive no longer; 
How can the weak ſubdue the ſtronger ? 

"The father aſk'd her where and when? 
How many? and what fort of. men? 
By what degrees her blood was heated? 
How oft” the frailty was repeated? 

Thus have I ſeen a pregnant wench 
All fluſh'd with guilt before the bench; 
The judges (wak'd by wanton 9 
Dive to the bottom of her fault; 
They leer, they ſimper at her ſhame,. 
And make her call all things by name. 
And now to ſentence he proceeds, 
Preſcribes how oft” to tell her beads ; 
Shows her what ſaints could do her good, 
Doubles her faſts to cool her blood. 
Eas'd of her ſins, and light as air, 
Away ſhe trips; perhaps to pray'r. : 
2?Twas no ſuch thing. Why then this haſte ? 
The clock has truck, the hour is. paſt, 
And on the ſpur of inclination, 
She ſcorn'd to bilk her aſſignation. 
Whate'er ſhe did, next week ſhe came, 
And piouſly conteſs'd the fame ; | 
The prieſt, who female frailties pity'd, 
Firſt chid her, then her fins remitted. 

But did ſhe now her crime bemoan 
In penitential ſheets alone? 
And was no bold, no beaſtly fellow, 
The nightly partner of her pillow ? _ OT Þ 
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No, none for next time in the grove, 


A bank was conſcious of her love. 
Confeſſion- day was come about, 

And now again it all muſt out. 

She ſeems to wipe her twinkling eyes; 

What now, my child ? the father cries. 


Again! ſays ſhe With threat'ning looks, 
He thus the proſtrate dame rebukes. 


Madam, I grant there's ſomething in it, 


That virtue has th' unguarded minute: 


But pray now tell me what are whores, 


But women of unguarded hours? 
Then you muſt ſure have loſt all ſhame, 


What ! ev'ry day, and ſtill the fame, 


And no fault elſe ? *tis ſtrange to find 
A woman to one fin confin'd! 
Pride is this day her darling paſſion, 
The next day ſlander is in faſſion; 
Gaming ſucceeds ; if fortune croſſes, 


Then virtue's mortgag'd for her loſſes; 


By uſe her fav'rite vice ſhe loaths, 
And loves new follies like new cloaths: 


But you, beyond all thought unchaſte, 
Have all ſin center'd near your waiſt ! 
Whence is this appetite ſo ſtrong ? 
Say, Madam, did your mother long? 


Or is it lux'ry and high diet 


That won't let virtue ſleep in quiet? 
She tells him now with meekeſt voice, 


hat the had never-err'd by choice, 


Nor 
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Nor was there known a virgin chaſte, 
Till ruin'd- by a ſad diſaſter, - 
'That ſhe a fav'rite lap-dog had,- 
Which (as ſhe ſtroak'd and kiſs' d) grew mad; 
And on her lip a wound indenting, 
Firſt ſet her youthful blood fermenting. 
The prieſt reply'd with zealous fury, 
You ſhould have ſought the means to cure 8 
Doctors, by various ways, we find, 
Treat theſe diſtempers of the mind 
Let gaudy ribbands be deny'd. | 
To her, who raves with ſcornful pride; 
And if religion crack her notions, 
Lock up her volumes. of devotions ; 
But if for man her rage prevail, 
Bar her the ſight of creatures male; _ 
Or elſe to cure ſueh venom'd bites, _ $178. 
And ſet the ſhatter'd thoughts arights, 
They ſend you to the ocean's ſhore, 
And plunge the patient o'er and o'er. oy 
The dame reply'd, alas! in vains: 
My kindred forc'd me to the main; 
Naked, and in the face of day: 
Look not ye fiſhermen, this way! 
What virgin had not done as I did? 
My modeſt hand by nature guided, 
Debarr'd at once from human eyes 
The ſeat where female honour lies; 
And though thrice dip'd from top to toe, 
I till ſecur'd the poſt below, 5 
1 23 And 
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And guarded it with graſp ſo faſt 

Not one drop through my fingers paſt: 

Thus owe I to my baſhful care, 

That all the rage is ſettled there. - 

Weigh well the projects of mankind;. 
Then tell me, reader, canſt thou find 


I)!he man from madneſs wholly free ? 


They all are mad—fave you and me. 

Do not the ſtateſman, fop and wit, 

By daily follies prove they're bit ! 

And when the briny cure they try'd, 

| an part ſtill kept above the tide? 
Some men (when drench'd beneath the wave} 
High o'er their heads their fingers fave : 
Thoſe hands by mean extortion thrive, 
Or in the pocket lightly dive: 

Or more expert in pilf ring vice, 
Tbey burn and itch to cog the dice. N 
Plunge in a courtier; ſtraight his fears, 
Direct his hands to ſtop his ears. 

And now truth ſeems a grating noiſe, 

He loves the ſland'rer's whiſp'ring voice: 
He hangs on flatt'ry with delight, 

And thinks all fulſome praiſe is right. 

All women dread a wat'ry death : 
They ſhut their lips to hold their breath, 
And though you duck them e'er ſo long, 
Not one falt drop &er wets their tongue; 
Tis hence they ſcandal have at will, 

And that this member neꝰ'er lies ſtill. 
Ts 
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Dc CK ſerv'd a widow. of no mean eſteem :- 
He lik'd his miſtreſs, and his miſtreſs him... 
At meals, in trade, they always join'd their heads 3 
And but a wainſcot parted their two beds. 
Few cares diſturb'd the current of their life; 
Nor liv'd oy leſs in love than man and wife. 
Oft in the ev' ning when their ſhop was ſhut, 
With joint conſent they'd play a game at Puts. 
Eager the youth, experienc'd well the dame, 
They ſometimes play d a rubber and a game. 
E'en in the night, when madam could not ſleep, 
She rapp'd the wainſcot. Out would Richard creep. 
« Madam, d'ye put?” A, Richard, ſhe'd reply. 
&« I' fee't,” quoth Dick: and Dicꝶ would ſeldom lie. 
Thus ev'ry night ſhe wak' d him twice or more: 
And, when fat in, ſhe car'd not to give o'er. . 
Dich found, at laſt, that in long run the dame 
Would get by much th' advantage of the game: 
The night's expence was always at his coſt; 
He never went one deal but what he loſt. 8 
The play well pleas'd him: but would that ſuffice >- 
There was no ſport, except ſhe got the prize. 
This made him coy, and careful of his ſtock : 
He ſlept fo ound, madam might knock and knock. 
| | L 4 e - Divas: 
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Twas with reluctance when he once appear'd; 


But if ſhe knock'd again, he never heard. 
Thus went ſome; weeks at barely once a night; 


At laſt, een that exceeded Richard's might: 


Not that his duty knew the leaſt decay; | 
But the truth was, he had no more to play. 
The wainſcot rang. — No anſwer was receiv'd, . 
Much madam wonder'd, and as much was griev'd. 
Afraid, poor foul ! that Richard had been dead, 
And, in great anguiſh, ſtarting from. her bed, 

She ftrikes a light; which in her hand ſhe brings, 


And views him cloſely, and pulls off the things: 
Then feels his pulſe, and liſtens to his breath; 


Both weak, indeed; —yet without ſign of death. 
But, ah! from theſe what ſymptoms could ſhe know 
For death had meanly fix'd himſelf below. 


Exploring by degrees, ſhe finds the place 
Where the fell ſhade triumph'd in Dic#'s diſgrace; 
There lay the goodly ruins of his ſtrength, 

A lump of languor, and a lifeleſs length, 

Her mighty grief what prudence could controul? 


Flow'd her full eyes, and heav'd her inmoſt ſoul. 
With friendly care ſhe warm'd the morbid part: 


But nature ſeem'd repugnant to her att. 
. Without ſucceeding, ſhe put on the cloaths, . 
And ſtole, in ſilence, to her no- repoſe. 
Dic did not fleep fo ſoundly all this while, 
But much he labour'd to keep in the ſmile. 

_ Had he giv'n way — to Satan, or to grace, 
He muſt have ſeen the Ene, or left the place. 


Neither 
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Neither could well be done: So craft prevail'd ; 
He ſnor'd the more, the more his dame aflail'd, 
Long madam lay not filent in her bed 
Us'd to the game that ſtill was in her head. 
Time ſhe conceiy'd, and nature would reſtore 
Dict's dire decay, that mock'd her art before. 
Juſt was her reaſoning, had the proof been ſuch: 
But time ſhe built on little; nature, much. 
*T was always faid, in ſtory and in ſong, 1 
Women think right, but paſſion leads them wrong 
Tir'd with expecting, and reſoly'd to ſtorm, 
She gives the ſignal in the uſual form. | 
Snug lies the youth, as yet in ſleep profound, 
Thrice rings the wainſcot with a louder found... 
At length, as juſt now waken'd by. the ſhock, 
Dick utters faintly, Madam, did you knock?” 
Knock, didſt thou aſk? why here's a game to ſee: 
But one may put, and put again for thee. 
Ah, madam, I know better things, quoth Dick: 


« You've ſeen my cards; and that's an unfair eee, 
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To a YounNG GENTLEMAN in Love. 
A TALE. 
By Mr. PRIOR. 


ROM public noiſe wh factious ſtrife, | 

From all the buſy ills of life, 

Take me, my. Chlve, to thy breaſt, 

And lull my wearied ſoul to reſt. 

For ever, in this humble cell, 

Let thee and I, my fair one, dwell ;. 

None enter elſe, but Love — and he 

Shall bar the door,. and keep the key.. 

To painted roofs and ſhining ſpires, 

(Uneaſy ſeats of high deſires) 

Let the unthinking many croud, 

"That dare be covetous and proud; 

In golden bondage let them wait, 

And barter happineſs for ſtate : 

But Oh! my Chloe, when thy ſwain 

Deſires to ſee a court again, 

May heav'n around this deftin'd head, 

The choiceſt of its curſes ſhed :. 

'To fum up all the rage of fate, 

In the two things I dread and hate, 

May'ſt thou be falſe, and I be great. 
Thus on his Chie's panting breaſt, 

Fond ( Aladon his ſoul expreſt;  * 
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While with delight the lovely maid _ 
Receiv'd the vows, ſhe thus repaid. 
Hope of my age, joy of my youth, 

Bleſt miracle of love and truth = | 

All that cou'd e&er be counted mine, 

My love and life long ſince are thine ;.. 

A real joy I never knew,,, 

Till I believ'd thy paſſion true; 

A real grief I ne'er can find, 

Till thou prov'ſt perjur'd or unkind. . 

Contempt, and poverty, and care, 

All we abhor, and all we fear, 

Bleſt with thy preſence, I can bear ; 

Thro' waters and thro' flames I'll go, 

Suff rer and ſolace of thy woe; | 

Trace me ſome yet unheard-of way, 

That I thy ardour may repay : 

And make my conſtant paſſion known, 

By more than woman. yet has done... 
Had I a wiſh that did not bear 

The ſtamp and image of my dear, 

I'd pierce my heart thro' ev'ry vein, J 

And die to let it out again. 

No: Venus ſhall my witneſs be, 

(If Venus ever lov'd like me) 

That for one hour. I wou'd not quit 

My ſhepherd's arms, and this retreat, 

To be the Perſian monarch's bride, - 


Partner of all his pow'r and pride: 
E Or 
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Or rule in regal ſtate above, _ 
Mother of gods, and wife of Fove, 

O happy theſe of human race! 

But ſoon, alas! our pleaſures paſs. 

He thank'd her on his bended-knee, 

Then drank a quart of milk and tea 
And leaving her ador'd embrace, | 

Haſten'd to court to beg a place. 

While ſhe his abſence to bemogny, 

The very moment he was gone, 

| Call'd Thyrfis from beneath the bed;. 
Where all this time he had been hid. 


O-. N A L. = 
WHILST men have theſe ambitious fancies,, 
And wanton wenches read romances, 
Our ſex wil — what? out with it: lie: 
And theirs in equal ſtrains reply. 
The moral of the tale I ſing, * 
(A poly for a wedding ring) 
In this ſhort verſe will be confin'd, 
Love is a jeft, and vows are wind, 
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Taz pm ol COCK, 


A.N D 


PRUDENT Gn HEN. 
4 - i 
Vnfcriud to an old Drsauenzz. 


EV J. N. 


. 
N aged Res who after chickens ran. 
Him ſiſter hen rebuk d, and thus began, Si 


(Tune, When all was wrapt in dark Win 9 


HE N ; 


Oh, ponder well, my chanticleer, 
Of chickens think no more 
The brood's too young, I much do ſeams. 
For cocks of fixty-four. 


| RecITATIVE. X 
To this advice - ill ſuch cocks betide) 


In terms like theſe the. wanton bird reply d. 
(Tune, A cobler there was, and he liv d in a fal. ) 


Say no more, ſiſter Kink I love a young chick, 


Andam always well pleas'd when her feathers I pick, | 
When. 
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When clucking | about her, I'm quite young agen, 
Oe, can, crow, when I'm with an old hen. 
9 Berg * n down, derry down. 


N K E N. 
Ah, take advice, ere tis too late, 
And chuſe a hen that's old, 


Beneath her wings ſhe'll warm your pate, 
And exe Om gills 1 88 cold. 


C OC K. 
A plague on old hens, the whole race 1 deteſt, 


Nor will 1 with one ever feather my neſt. 
In the fiream my bill never with them will I dip, 


And fot ee and all, they may die of the pip. 


* down, & c. 
: : H DN. 
When on that comb the caſts her eyes, 
Thoſe Fills of purple hue, . 


Thoſe ſpurs of ſuch a frightful fize,.. 
What chick. will rooſt with you? 


COCK. 


I tel you once more, L'Il have none of your frumps, 

And had rather be capon'd, .than mount their old 
Rs << 

Then give me a chicken with whom I may tuck | 


Aud T Warrant, in Be, we ſhall get a young duck. 
Foal cold Perry down, &c. 


H E N. 


Tux LIBIDINOUS. OLD COCK. 2 3 
HEN. 


Ah, brother bird, full well I know, 
No cork begets a duck, 

A baſtard brood you'll rear, I trow, 

If you with chick will cluck. 


CO GK. 


You're ri ight, my dear henny, in what you now: 
ſay . 
So I'll follow no chicken bun this very days. 3 
A cuckoldy cock, ah, I never will be, 
But the devil may take all the old hens for me. 
Derry down, &. 


HEN.. 


Thou graceleſs bird, quite loſt to ſhame, 
At ſuch a rate to talk, 

That hens are old, are they to blame? 
Or you, that ſcarce can walk ? 


wee 
Your cackling, my henny,. with wiſdom replete, 
Has convinc'd an old cock that your argument's 
meet ; 


No longer wth chick ts I henceforth will roam, 


But lead a chaſte life with old henny at home. 
Derry en &e. 
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CHLOE: 8 PLAY- THING. 


CA TD ALB. 


n LO E, a nymph divinely fair, 
With portly mien, majeſtic air;..; 
Had often us'd (*twas then the faſhion}. . 
An inftrument for titillation; 
So oft, no lady in the land - 
Was more expert at flight of hands | 

Ss well ſhe underſtood the art, 
So dex'trouſly ſhe play'd her part, 
What others did in half an hour, 


In half the time was in her pow'r 5 


By all aſſemblies was careſs'd, 
And gave inſtructions to the beſt ; - 
Teaches young virgins, pale and wan, 
(Without the aſſiſtance of a man) 
To bloom, look ruddy, freſh, and gay, | 
And throw their chalk, and dirt away. 
Quickly reſtores loſt appetite, 
And bids them revel in delight. 
For pity ſake ſhe does impart 
To antiquated maids, her art; 
Who all forſaken, plung'd in RY 
Find now ſome comfort, and relief, 

Thus ſhe her charity extends, 
8 2 * receives from all her friends. 


But- 


EHLOE's PLAY-THING. 235 


But ſee how nature prompts to rove, 
To ſpurn the things we dearly love, 
To quit what's. good for what is worſe, 
And for a bleſſing, chuſe a curſe. | 

Thus Eve, the firſt apoſtate fair, 
Who had an itch—no.matter where —— _ 
Elop'd from youth, and vigour's charms, : 
And fled to Satan's ſooty arms. a 
But if we hold predeſtination, _ 
As who would not, on- ſuch occaſion ?: | 
And diſallow free-will to any SR, 
| (Tho? this indeed's deny'd by many) 
We then in conſcience muſt believe. _ _ 
No wilful fin in mother Eu; + 
For we, or ſingle, or in chorus, > 
Muſt run the race that's ſet. before us. 
Cloy'd with the play-thing, not the play, 
Chloe reſolves another way 8 
Ten thouſand methods does explore, 
Experiments not known before: 
Invention racks, in hopes to find. 
A thing more pleaſing to her mind. 
No Philometh e er pump'd fo hard, 
To gain the longitude- reward. 

Unhappy Chhe / fruitleſs brain 
1 think, ſays ſhe, but think in vain :.. 
Revenge ſhall follow — paſſive hand 
Obeys the tyrant will's command; 
Seizes (for, oh ! no bail was found) 
And hurls poor play- thing to the ground. 

e Nen, 


234 CHLOF's PLAY-THING. 
Venus, good-natur'd,' frank and _ 1 d 
Griev'd to behold her votary, e ee 
(Her faithful Che, heav'nly fair,) 
O'erwhelm'd with anger and deſpair, 
Places a phantom juſt before her, 

Too ſtiff and upright to adore her. 

From paſſion. freed, with glowing eyes, 
She views the fancy'd toy, and cries, 
(Firſt pointing, with a pleaſant mien, 

To the late object of her ſpleen) 

If ſuch a thing as this be good, 

Much better, ſure, is fleſh and blood. 
Thus chance does ſometimes bring 1 5 
What art and thought can ne er make out; 
And chance,, ſays hiſt'ry, pourtray'd thus 
The foaming ef Bucephalus. 

Raging and mad with hot deſire, 
Obe reſolves to quench the fire 
Conſults Her glaſs, new charms to find 
To make her lover doubly kind: = 

She challenges a knight of fame, 

And punctual: to the hour he came. . 

Sans ceremonie, they engage 

With equal fury, equal rage; 
Till paſſive Che faintly cries,. 

Have mercy, Sir, or Che dies! 

And then breath'd ſhort, and clogd her eyes. 
The knight was deaf to all ſhe ſaid, - 
For * of conqueſt filF'& his head; 


86 
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So briſk,. and fo robuſt he prov'd, 

With ſuch activity he mov'd, 

No bridegroom eager to enjoy 

The long- expected ſlipp'ry toy, 

No younger brother, who, for hire, 

Attempts to quench a widow's fire; 

No pamper'd prieſt, with brawny back 

Could ſhew more vigour in th' attack. 

Tir'd with combat, knight of fame 

A truce with Chloe does proclaim; 

Moſt faithfully the truce they keep, 

The knight withdraws, and falls aſleep. 
Oloe, uneaſy in her mind, 

Till ſhe the ſource of bliſs could find, 

Roves, ſeeks, and finds the ſecret out, 

And ſwears ſhe'll try the other bout. 

She views the ſapleſs thing all o'er, 

Which ſeem'd her pity to implore; 

She uſes all her power and art, 

New life, new vigour to impart; 

She gently ſtrokes and rubs its head, 

But — has not {kill to raiſe the dead: 

For when the vital oil is gone, 

Recruits muſt come from time alone. 

Pity to indignation turns, 

And Obe her good office mourns : - 

Then with her finger and a thumb 

She toſs'd about the deaf and dumb, 

And cry'd, with a diſdainful air, 

Faugh ! what a filly bauble's here! 


Tur LONGITUDE found out. | 


A TALE. 


ATURE on all ſome gifts beſtows, 
Which with the kindred fancy goes; 
And ſome ſhe forms for martial deeds, 
And ſome for ſofter acts ſhe breeds, 
And ſome for courts, and ſome for caves ; , 
And ſome for kings, and ſome for ſlaves . 
To each the diff rent minds unites, 
And varies each in his delights. 
Some love the chace, and ſome ogg 
The eager hound and hunter's cries; 
Thus as the diff rent fancy leads, 
The diff rent happineſs ſucceeds. 
In lib'ral arts was Sytvius bred, 
And many authors had he read: 
Well could he ſpeak in worth's applauſe, . 
t ne'er was warm in beauty's cauſe, 
In beauty's: caufe how weak his ſkill! 
And how unable was his will! 
For all his talk, and all his mind, 
Was rather Rtoickly inclin'd. 


Whilom, where ancient annals crown: 


The Britiſb name-with-juſt renown ; 
Where oft” the drum and vloody fight 
To deeds of glory did excite; 
Lonely there ran a chryſtal brook, 

1 By all of. chearful ſoul forſook 3˙r 


C'ergrown 
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:Ofergrown with buſhes, and the ſhade, 
Seem'd only fit for ſtudy made: 

The birds above, with various voice, 
Did echo to the river's noiſe 5; 

The river's noiſe, through caves unſeen, 
Return'd the melody again; 

And round the vales in concert 3 
Reflected ſweetly to the thought. 

Soon as the day, with new-dreſs'd light, 
Peep'd from the curtains of the night, 
Young Sykvius wou'd his ſleep forbear, 
And to the much-lov'd ſhade repair; 
On vaſt deſigns intenſely brood, 

To meaſure out the Longitude. 

To me, he cry'd, the private ſkill 

My painful labours ſhall reveal: 

I ſhall the ſecret know; tis T 

The welcome wonder ſhall deſcry ; 
Too me much honour ſhall pertain, 

S Much profit ſhall the nations gain. 
How ſhall the youth the tale purſue, 

Unleſs the muſe directs his view? 

The muſe can only fit impart 

Fond Sylvius diſappointed ſmart; 

And how when all his projects fail d, ; 


"7 


bs 


The weak pretended Stoict rail'd. "= 
O never now, be ſure, he cry'd, 1 4 
Fond Sylvius ſhall at reſt abide; ha 


| Thi troubled boy ſhall fill complain, 
While floods pay tribute to the main; 
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And as he lay beſide the ſhore, 
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Long as the ſeaſons of the year 

In all their various forms appear; : 
Whilſt winter's cold, and ſummer's heat, 
Upon the hardy foreſts beat; "Ml 

Shall Sylvius conſtantly be true, 

O woods ! to ſadneſs, and to you. 
Diſtemper'd thus, from place to place, 
He wail'd the ſtraitneſs of his caſe; 


Repeating all his troubles o'er, 
The ſhades were ſighing, and the tids, 
Purling to ev'ry ligh, reply'd. 

Near to the river's ſide there ſtood 

An ancient beautiful abode | 

Of large extent; and old report 
Does mention it in noble ſort ; 
But ſince, by fate's diſpoſing rule, 
"Converted to a boarding ſchool. 
From thence at ſundry times the fair 
Wou'd come to take the ev'ning air, 
And ſome wou'd by the river rove, 
And ſome wou'd walk the pleaſant grove; : 
And fome the meadows wou'd frequent, 
And ſome at home the ev'ning ſpent; 
As each by diff rent humours wrought, 
A diff rent recreation ſought. 

Young Thetis was the nymph, 1 praiſe 
Wou'd make too proud 1 my humble lays, 
Sykyvius ſhe lov'd, but ne'er cou'd find 
The Stoict ſtudent to her mind; 


Tho! 


or 


Tas LONGITUDE FOUND OUT. 239. 


"Tho! oft? ſhe'd in the bower ſurpriſe 
The wayward youth with kindled eyes, 
And bluſhing, with her looks declare 
The motives that enttc'd her there. 

Of gentle lineage was ſhe ſprung, 
And in her years bewitching young; 
Of charming ſhape, and in her face 
Well fitted for a king's embrace: 

No curious eye did e'er behold 
A ſweeter maid, of mortal mould. 

Yet Hluius ah! too ſimple ſwain! 
The gay inviter cou'd refrain, 
Feel all the wanton willing fair, 

And yet the ready bliſs forbear. 

It was the cloſe of pleaſant light 
Did Thetis to the fields invite. 
Her hair was black as raven's down, 


And white as May-buds was her gown 


And round was girt, as if it grew, 

A riband of a crimſon hue : | 
The winds embrac'd her, and the trees 
Bow d to the miſtreſs of the breeze. 
Full glad the nymph her Sy/vizs found 
In feigned ſlumbers on the ground; 
And taking ſoft his hand, ſhe preſt 

It all endearing to her breaſt. 

The pleaſed ſtudent, half afraid, 
Surpriz'd the trembling baſhful maid; | 
And as ſhe found her ſtrength decay, 
She gently puſh'd the youth away: 


He 
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23 Tas LONGITUDE FOUND OUT. 
He ſqueez'd her cloſe, and kifs'd her charms, 


And bleſs'd the burthen of his arms. 
Ah, Thetis! raviſh'd Sylvius cry'd, 
My panting heart's endearing bride, 


Thou young enticer, ſhall I now 
My life and happineſs forego? 

Tis you, my love, and only you, 
Can raiſe me and ſupport me too 
O little ſmiling Venus then, 
In ſpite of your almoſt fifteen, 


Io me your charge of charms reſign, | 
And let thy ſoul confeſs thee mine; 


In all thy bloom and bright array, 


The wrongs of fickle fate repay, 


Reſtore my peace, repel my pain, 
O thou, the with of ev'ry ſwain ! 


In thee, my charmer, I ſhall feel 


New joys, new Longitudes reveal; 
If not, yet certain thou ſhalt be 


| To find the Longitude of me! 
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T H E MAS T I. F Fe, 


A TALE. 


OUR deep obſervers of mankind, 
Aſſure us conſtantly they find 

A ſtrong propenſity of nature, 

Rooted in every human creature, 

To do what otherwiſe they would not, 


When once forbid, becauſe they ſhould not. 


This inclination, ſo perverſe, 
Is laid by Partridge on the ſtars; 
Your rakes, with floods of elocution, 
Charge it on chance, or conſtitution; 
And out- of- faſhion- folks believe 
It ſprung from Alam and from Eve. 
But though your wits diſpute about it, 
The fact itſelf was never doubted, 
This truth t' illuſtrate, I have choſen 
One common ſtory from a thouſand. 
Let critics at the fable quarrel, 
There's no exception to the moral. 

In days of yore (no need to ſhow 
How many hundred years ago) 
A pair there flouriſh'd, free from ſtrife, 
Who liv'd, indeed, like man and wife, 
Her temper mild and ſweet, abhorr'd 


To ſcold and wrangle at her board. 
Vor. II. „ 
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242 Tur MAS TIF F. 
Their nights were peaceable, and freed 
From curtain- lecture was the bed; 
When in a fault her ſpouſe ſhe found, 
She rarely, very rarely frown'd. 
In ſhort, ſhe gave him not oecaſion 
For half the trouble and vexation, 
Which many a hen-pecKd-keeping varlet 
Endures moſt meekly. from his harlot. 
Next door a captain chanc'd to ſhine, 
"Whoſe clothes and equipage were fine, 
A young and well accompliſhed heir, 
Of gentle blood, and fortune fair; 
For ever at the ladies call, 
To deal the cards, or lead the ball; 
To ſquire them to the church or play, 
And ſenſe or nonſenſe ſing or ſay. 
This youth ſometimes occaſion'd pain 
In our too happy huſband's brain; 
Vet of himſelf aſham' d, with care 
He kept his dreams from taking air, 
Elſe ev'ry goſſip in the town | 
Had roſe in arms, and fac'd him down, 
She never knew in all her life, 
A dame more virtuous than his wife. 
Before the wight was wholly freed 
From theſe diſorders in his head, 
Such bus'neſs call'd him from his houſe, 
As ſcarce gave time to tell his ſpouſe; 
He would have inſtantly been gone, 
As being old enough, alone, 


or 


But 
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But ſhe, good woman ! durſt not fend him, 
Without a ſervant to attend him. 
dhe kindly begs him not to ſtay, 
When bus'neſs was diſpatch'd, a day. 
Ie promiſes, when in his pow'r, 
He would not abſent be an hour. 
Soon as conveniently they can, 
Up mounts the maſter and the man; 
When once ſet out they travell'd fait, 
Vet ere they half a mile had paſt 
His jealouſly began to riſe ; 
Thought he, as being deadly wile, 
This captain now behind my back, 
Addreſſes to my wife will make: 
*Tis true, I ſhan't continue long, 
But ſhe is fair, and he is young, 
And if it once be done, *tis plain 
It ne'er can be undone again. 
I own, I never yet could find 
Her heart to gallantry inclin'd ; 
But then, in ſuch a caſe, a man 
Can hardly be too careful. — Jahn, 
Go, bid your miſtreſs keep at home, 
Nor ſee the captain till I come. 
_7obn gallops back, but on his way, 
Thus, with himſelf began to fay : 
And pray where 1s it I am going ? 
And what fool's errand am I doing, 
To make my miſtreſs, for her life, 
A faithleſs, or a ſcolding wife? 
| M 2 A 
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At beſt ſhe'll wonder what he ails, 
And fancy I've been telling tales, 

'Tho' ſhe is yet, I dare be ſworn, 

As blameleſs as the babe unborn ; 
Perhaps, to be forbid may tempt one 
To wiſh for what one never dreamt on. 
ll carry no ſuch meſſage home, 

To cauſe my maſter's cuckoldom. 
Thus fearful of foreſeen diſaſter, 

And much diſcreeter than his maſter, 
Reſolv'd full fagely. — Back he came, 
And frighted heartily the dame, 

Who thought her lord had come. to harm, 
And broke at leaſt, a leg or arm; 
For John made twenty hums and hahs, 
When queſtion'd what the matter was. 
He was not like your ſervants now, 
But of invention dull and flow.; 

He could not hammer out a lie: 

The lady ſtood impatient by. 

hat ails your maſter? — Tell me quick. 


He begs you would not — Can't you ſpeak 


Not ride the maſtiff till you ſee him. 
What ! does the fellow rave or dream-? 
You are not ſure *twas all he ſaid — 
Yes, indeed, madam. — Is he mad ? 
Not ride the maſtiff ! what a whim! 
Who ever thought of riding him? 
Go back again from me, and pray, 


Deſire he'd let you with him ſtay, 


Tux MASTIFF. 
Or find ſome wiſer meſſage, John, 
Hereafter to employ you on. 

He went, and mother nature now, 
In madam's breaſt began to glow. 
She mus'd ; but ſtill the more ſhe thought, 
The leſs ſhe found the meaning out. 

Not ride the maſtiff! could it be 
Merely to try his ſov'reignty, 

When from my very wedding-day” 

I ne'er was known to diſobey? | 
There muſt be ſomething in't to make” 
Him ſend a ſervant poſting back. 

I never heard of it before; : 

Perhaps the maid may telf me more, 

For maids, or thoſe that bear the name, 
May ſometimes teach a wedded dame. 

She thought the emptieſt of the two 
Would ſooneſt blab out all ſhe knew; 

But Betty never Towſer rid, 
Nor heard of any one that did. 
Vex'd at her aſking ſuch a ninny, 
She ſends her down to call up Jenny; 
But ſlyer Jane could tell no more 
Than ſimpler Betty had before; 

But ſtar'd with all the eyes ſhe had, 
And thought her miſtreſs drunk or mad. 
Tho” begg'd, and ſtorm'd, and begg'd again, 
Her pray'rs and threat'nings were in van 
She might as eaſily have ſought 

Io found the bottom of a plot, 

. | M 3 
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Or, though a woman,.taen occaſion 


117 enquire the ſecret of Free-MMAaſon, 


And how, as myſtic lodge ſuppoſes, 


Duke I harton can ſucceed to Moſes. 


No diligence there wanting was, 


Pet fo deplorable her caſe, 


Thro' ſervants obſtinate denial, 


Nothing was left her but a 3 


Who ſhould the ſecret fact betray : 7 

One word herſelf ſhe would not fay. 
What no one ſaw, who ſhould reveal? 
For ſure the Maſtiff could not tell. 
Reſolv'd at length, ſhe calls him to her, 
And ſhutting carefully the door, 
dhe pats his head, and ſtrokes. his ſide, 
(Twas now no more than up and ride.) 
Faſt by his neck ſhe held, and thus 


Mounted her ſtrange Bucephalus; 


Nor found it difficult to get, 
Without a ſtirrup, to her ſeat. 
Totozer, unus'd to be beſtrode, 


Groan'd ſorely at the wicked load, 


And ſtrove all ways to diſencumber 


His burthen'd ſhoulders of their lumber ;. 


Rear'd, and curvetted, and in fume, 
Trotted, and gallop'd round the room. 


But ſhe, who now, or never thought, 


Fo find her huſband's meaning out, 
Firm, though without a ſaddle, ſat, 


And clung as cloſely as a cat. 
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But fortune often ſpoils the courſe, 
Whether we ride on dog or horſe ;. 
Under a table crept her ſteed, 

Threw her, and broke her-addle head. 
FEnrag' d, and ſurly, up ſhe got, 
Rail'd at her huſband for a ſot; 

When he return'd ſhe kept her ſtate,. 
Nor ſtirr'd to meet him at the gate. 
Up ſtairs he went, and found her ill, 
Silent, ſhe frown'd, and ſullen till, 

But could not ſcolding long refrain, 
Or, take it in poetic ſtrain: 

At length the cloud that low' ring hung, 
Burſt into thunder of her tongue, | 
Like lightning's flaſh her eye appears,. 
And rain fell plenteous in aeg | 
See—what you made the maſtiff do 
Did ever any man but yu 

And on ſhe went, but there's no-need. 
Of punctual telling all ſhe faid, 

An extract may ſuffice, —T he dame 
Full on her huſband turn'd the blame. 
Stark, ſtaring mad, he, to forbid it ! 
She, a poor innocent, that did jt ! 

The man, who knew not what was done, 
Ran down amaz'd, and fell on John. 
Sirrah ! what makes your miſtreſs rave? 
What was the meſſage that you gave? 
Or tell me, or PIl—7ehz reply'd, 


I bade her not the maſtiff ride. | 
ä The 
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248 A CASE or. CONSCIENCE: 
The maſter furious *gan to look, 

John begg'd. ane word before he ſtruck. 
Sir, had I charg'd her in your name, 
To ſhun the captain till you came, 
Doubtleſs the caſe had been the fame. 
Her forehead broke, your brow ſecures, 


Or elſe the knobs had been on yours. 


— 
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A CASE or CONSCIENCE... 
* n. 
By Mr. HENRY BAKER. 
fb WAS: faid, by thoſe of old, beware, 
Conſider well before you ſwear. 
The counſel's good without diſpute, 
And ev'ry prudent man will do't. 
But, if you've ſworn (be added now) 
Take heed how you perform your vow. 
How, Sir! a caſuift replies, 
(And wildly ftares with both his eyes) 
Pray have a care, leſt what you ſay 
Takes all the force. of oaths away. 
Miſtake me not, good Sir; what L. 
From that precaution would imply, 
Is this — an oath perform d, may be 
Ruin, perhaps, or nur 


To. 
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To one, or more: — then I aver, 

'The breach of ſuch an oath is far 

Leſs ſinful than it was to ſwear. 
What's this to me? the reader. cries : 
Poor {tuff ! will poets ne*er be wile | 
But ſcribble, without wit, dull rhyme,- 
Merely to fool away the time : 

Fow comes this dreamer elle to fall 

On matters caſuiftical ? 

Stay, ſtay, my angry friend, forbear, 
Nor thus condemn before you hear. 
Poets, delighted with the chimes 
Of flowing verſe, and eaſy rhymes, - 
Miſtaken, dance enchanted rounds, » 
Forſaking ſenſe for empty ſounds: 
This is acknowledg'd, to their ſhame” - 
But are not readers too to blame? 


- 
* 


To blame ! for what? — Yourſelf. have ſhnown, 


By judging ere the caſe is known. 
The caſe! what cafe? Pray read the ſtory. 
Where is it? Why it lies before ye. 


The 8 7 OR 
JUST nine months after Joan and John, 


From two were conjur'd into one, | 
Their friends and neighbours round about 
Are ſummon'd to the. crying-out. 
The goſſips come: and honeſt Joan, 
Receives them all with many a groan. 
M 5 Jau 


John taps the ale, and cuts the cheeſe : 
Come eat, and drink, whate'er you pleaſe ;. 
Kind neighbours all, P'm glad to ſee ye, 
Here's the good woman's health unto ye. 
Quick moves the bowl: their clappers run, 
Of what was, and what was not done: 
All ſpeak at once: of various things, 
With mirth and noiſe, the chamber rings. 


This, tells what happen'd at her marriage, 


And that, the cauſe of her miſcarriage; 

One proves the whole myſterious art 

Of managing a huſband's heart, 

And how a prudent wife with eaſe 

May make him do — whate er ſhe pleaſe. 

Another, plain beyond all doubt, 

Why ſhe was ne'er with child makes out; 

And with much reaſon does aver, 

The fault could no ways be.in her. 

What matches. are in hand they ſhow, . 

And whiſper round who lies with who. 

Some ſecret.every one pretends, 

Fo ſcandalize her abſent friends, 

And when ſhe's out of breath with railing, 
Cries out, — but who's without a failing ! 

PJyoan lies attentive to their chat, | 
Of cocks and bulls, and this and that, 

In hopes to hear ſome piece of news 

Of ſervice for her private uſe, . 

In cafe her John ſhould ever dare 

Attempt the management of her: 
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Tho' Lie obedience: to her will 


Had been with due ſubmiſſion {till ;. 
Tis beſt, however, to provide 
For all may poſſibly betide. 

But now, her pains with greater force 
Come on: and Jaan grows worſe and worle.. - 
Her hands ſhe wrings with piteous moan, 


And ſighs, and: doubles ev'ry groan. 


The good-wives hearing ſuch a clutter, 
Forſake their cups, and haſte about her, 
All are employ'd : — this ſets the cradle; 
That ſtirs the cawdle with a ladle; 
One airs the clouts, and makes them fit; 
Another waits to take the chit, 

Some bid her be of hearty cheer, 

For her delivery is near; 

While others pity her condition, 

And fain would ſend for a phyſician. 

But, notwithſtanding all their care, 
Joan ſcreams, and groans, and tears her hair: 
Oh! I can never bear this pain! 

And then ſhe ſcreams, and groans again.. - 

John all this time ftood near the bed, 


And like a booby hung his head: - 


He knew not what to do, or ſay, 
And often wiſh'd himſelf away: 
Joan ſees him: — John] ah John! ſhe cries,.. 


Indeed, you are a naughty man 

To put your wife to all this pain! 

But you ſhall never do't again! 
| M 6 And 


252 A CASE or CONSCIENCE.. 
And then ſhe ſigh'd moſt grievouſly ; — 
Good by t'ye, Fobn, for I ſhall die! 

Poor John, a fond good-natur'd fellow, 
At this began to ſob and bellow, 
Proteſting he would give his life 
And all he had to ſave his wife. 

Joan was, in truth, exceeding ill, 

But not without her cunning ſtill; 

This was the time, ſhe thought, to prove 
The meaſure of her huſband's love. 

Come hither, John, ſhe weeping Cries, 
Kiſs your poor wife before ſhe dies! 

John ki(s'd her: — Now kneel, down, and I, 4 
If heav'n my life ſhould chance to ſpare, 

That you will n&er again require 

I ſhould ſubmit to your deſire, 

Which I, you know, have always done, 

Tour will preferring to my own. | 
This if I live. But if I die —- 

You'll ne'er get ſuch a wife as I. 

John ſwore : — And now that curſe on Eve, 
Which dooms her daughters all to grieve, 
Forc'd Joan to give ſo loud a ſquall, 
The neighbours heard it one and all. 
When ſtraight, the mid-wife, full of joy, 
Produc'd_to John a ſwinging boy. | 
He, quite tranſported, kiſs'd the child 
. To death almoſt; Joan wept, and ſmil'd ; 

The laughing goflips round it come, 
And mirth and pleaſure Gl the zooms . 
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Now ſafe, at eaſe, and laid in bed, 

Joan ponders all her goſſips ſaid: 

Recovers ſtrength, is pert and gay: 

And eats her chicken every day. 
The cares of life are never done! 

John's now baptizing of his ſon: 

And ſtruts to church before the folk, 

As proud as any turky- coc. 

The table's plentifilly ſtor d, 

And chearful healths go round the board. 
The guefts how pleas'd? — I cannot ſay; 

They ate, and drank, and went their way. 
A month is paſt, that honeſt Zoax 

Has been conſtrain'd to lie alone: 

A month ! a tedious time indeed? 

(But fooliſh cuſtbm fo decreed.) 

Thank heav'n *tis paſt! the ſheets are air'd, 

The pillows laid, the bed prepar'd: 

They ſup : Joan yawns : the cl6ck ſtrikes eight; 

Come, John, I dare not fit up late: | 

Upon his breaft ſhe drops her head: 

Go, pr'ythee, Suſan, warm the bed: 

Foan's firſt in bed: John's ſoon undreſt. 

A kiſs: — Good night: — and turns to reſt... 

Such uſage Joan had not expected, 

She was not wont to be neglected: 

Whate'er had been his other cares, 

John {till had minded her affairs. 

What can this mean? ſhe fears to know: 


He ne' er before had ſerv'd her fo, 
5 Reſtleſs 


254 A Cask or CONSCIENEE. . 


" | Reſtleſs ſhe toſſes, deeply ſighs; 

The tears fall trickling from her eyes: 

At length ſhe ſpeaks : My Jahn ] my life! 
Why turn'ſt thou from thy loving wife ? 
Come lay thy head upon this. breaſt, 

And let me lull my dear to reſt. 

Ah, Joan ſays he, your former pain 

Forbids us — to lie cloſe again: 

For your dear ſake I will refrain. 

But. let this hard forbearance prove 

The greatneſs of your huſband's love. 

No, John, quoth ſhe, your faithful Jaan 

In love ſhe*lt never be out- done, 

But always is prepar'd to ſhow 

How ſhe deſpiſes death for you. 
With this ſhe ruſh'd into his arms, 

And almoſt ſmother'd him with charms ;. 

_ Glowing, with wanton love, he preſs d 

Her panting boſom to his breaſt; . 

My dear ! ſhe cries, do what you will, 

My duty is obedience ſtill. 

John pauſes : — what's the matter now. 
Id do't, ſays he, but for my vow. 
Strong beats her pulſe, quick roll her eyes; 
You'd do't, but for your vow ! ſhe cries: 
(Breathleſs, tranſported, round his waiſt. 
With both her arms ſhe locks him fait). 
Indeed, my love ! *tis all a joke; 
Raſh vows are made but to be broke. 
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A new SIMILE for the LADIES, Sc 
By Dr., 6 HE RT DAN. 


Oſten tryꝰd in vain to find 
A S:mile for human- kind, 

A Simile I mean to fit em, 
In every circumſtance to hit em; 
Thro? ev'ry beaſt and bird I went, 
Eranſack'd ev'ry element., 
And after peeping thro? all nature, 
To find ſo whimſical a creature, 
A chud preſented to my view, 
And ſtraight this parallel I drew : 

Clouds turn with ev'ry wind about, 

They keep us in ſuſpence and doubt, 
Yet oft perverſe, like woman-kind, 
Are ſeen to ſcud againſt the wind; 
And are not women juſt the fame ? 
For, who can tell at. what they aim ? 

Clouds keep the ſtouteſt mortals under, 
When bellowing they diſcharge their thunder 3 
So when the larum-bell is rung, 

Of Xanti's * everlaſting tongue,. 
'The huſband dreads its loudneſs more 
Than lightning's flaſh, or thunder's roar. 


* 


* Xanti, a nick · name for Xantippe, the ſcolding wife of Sos. 
crates. | 


* . 
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Clouds weep as they do, without pain, 


And what are tears but women's rain? 


* 


The clouds about the welkin roam, 
And ladies never ſtay at home. _ 

The clouds build caſtles in the air, 
A thing peculiar to the fair; 
For all the ſchemes of their 8 
Are not more ſolid, nor more laſting. 

A cloud is light by turns, and dark, 
Such is a lady with her ſpark; 
Now, with a ſudden pouting gloom, 
She ſeems to darken all the room; 


Again ſhe's pleas'd, his fears beguil'd, 


And all is clear, when ſhe has ſmil'd. 

In this they're wondrouſly. alike, -. 

(I hope the Similè will ſtrike) 

Tho, in the darkeſt dumps you view en, 


Stay but a moment, you'll ſee through em. 
The clouds are apt to make reflection, 


And frequently produce infection; 
So Celia, with ſmall provocation, 
Blaſts ev'ry neighbour's reputation. 
The clouds delight in gaudy ſhow, 
For they, like ladies, have their beau; 
The graveſt matron will confeſs, 
That ſhe herſelf is fond of dreſs... 
Obſerve the clouds in pomp array'd, . 
What various colours are difplay'd, 
The pink, the roſe, the vi'let's dye, 
In that great drawing-room the ſky. 
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Hew do theſe differ from-our graces,. 


In garden-filks, brocades and laces ?- 


Are they not ſuch another fight, 
When met upon a birth-day night? 
The clouds delight to change their faſhions 


| Dear ladies, be not in a paſſion, 


Nor let this whim to you ſeem ſtrange, 
Who ev*cy hour delight in change. 
In them and you alike are ſeen 


The ſullen ſymptoms of the ſpleen ; 


The moment that your vapours riſe, 

We ſee them dropping from your eyes. . 
In ev'ning fair you may behold” 

The clouds are fring'd with borrow'd gold, 

And this is many a lady's caſe, 

Who flaunts about in borrow'd lace. 
Grave matrons are like clouds of ſnow, . 
Their words fall thick, and ſoft, and ſlow, 
While britk coquets, like rattling hail, 

Our ears on ev'ry fide aſſail. 
Clouds when they intercept our ſight, . 
Deprive us of celeſtial light: 
So when my Che I purſue, 
No heaven beſide, I have in view. 
Thus, on compariſon you ſee, 
In ev'ry inſtance they agree, 
So like, fo very much the ſame, 
That one may go by t'other's name. - 
Let me proclaim it then aloud, 
That ev'ry woman is a cloud. 
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Reſumptuous bard ! how cou'd you dare 
A woman with a ud compare? 
Strange pride and inſolence you ſhow, 
Inferior mortals there below. 
And is our thunder in your ears 
So frequent or ſo loud as theirs? 
Alas! our thunder ſoon goes out; 
And only makes you more devout. 
Then is not female clatter worſe, 
That drives you not to pray, but curſe? 
Me hardly thunder thrice a year; 
The bolt diſcharg'd, the ſky grows clear: 
But, ev'ry ſublunary dowdy, 


Phe more ſhe ſcolds, the more ſhe's cloudy... 


Some critic may object, perhaps, 
That Clouds are blam'd for giving Caps; 
But what, alas! are Caps Ætherial, 
Compar'd for miſchief, to venereal? 
Can Chuds give bubo's, ulcers, eee 
Or from your noſes dig out notches? 
We leave the body ſweet and ſound; 


We kill, tis true, but never wound. 
f N You 
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You know a cloudy ſky beſpeaks 
Fair weather, when the morning breaks; 
But; women in a c/oudy plight, 


Foretell a ſtorm to laſt till night. 
A Chud, in proper ſeaſons, pours 
Its bleſſings down in fruitful ſhow'rs ; 
But, woman was by fate deſign'd 
To pour down curſes on mankind. . 
When * Syr:us o'er: the welkin rages, 
Our kindly help.his fire aſſuages; 
But woman is a-curſt-inflamer, 
No pariſh ducking- ſtool can tame her: 


To kindle ſtrife, dame nature taught her; 


Like fire-works, ſhe can burn in water. 


For fickleneſs how durſt you blame us, 


Who for our conſtancy are famous: 
You'll ſee a Cloud in gentle weather 
Keep the ſame face an hour together: 
While woman, if it could be reckon'd;. - 
Change ev'ry feature ev'ry ſecond. . 
Obſerve our figure in a morning; 
Of foul or fair we give you warning; 
But can you gueſs from woman's air, 
One minute, whether foul or fair? 
Go read in ancient books enroll'd, 
What honours we poſſeſs'd of old 
To diſappoint Ixion's rape, 
70 dreſt a Cloud in Fund's ſhape :: 


* The Dog-Stars 


Which 
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Which, when he had enjoy'd, he ſwore, - 
No goddeſs could have pleas'd him more 
No diff*rence could he find between 
His Chud, and 70%E's imperial queen: 
His Chud produc'd a race of Centaurs, 
Fam'd by a thouſand bold adventures; 
From us deſcended: ab- origine; 3 
By learned authors call'd Nubigenz. 1 
But ſay, what earthly nymph do you 8 | 
So beautiful to paſs for Juno? ; 
Before Æneas durſt aſpire 
To court her majeſty of Tyre, 
His mother begg'd of us to dreſs him, 
That Dido might the more careſs him 
A coat we gave him, dy'd in grain; 
A flaxen wig, and clouded cane. 
(The wig was powder'd round with leet; . 
Which fell-in Clouds beneath. his feet.) - 
With which he made; a tearing ſhow : 
And Dido quickly ſinoſ'd the Beau. 
Among your females make enquiries ; - 
What nymph on earth fo fair as Iris? 
With heavenly beauty ſo endow'd ? 
And yet her father is a Chud. 
We dreſs'd her in a gold brocade, 
Befitting 7une's fav*rite maid. 
*Tis known, that Socrates the wiſe, 
Ador'd us Clouds as deities :. 
To us he made his daily cen 
As Ariftophanes declares: : 
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AN SWER To THE NEW SIMILE. « 
From Jupiter took all dominion, 


And dy'd defending his opinion. 
By his authority, tis plain 


You worſhip.other gods in vain: 
And from your own experience know, 
We govern all things there below. 
You follow where we pleaſe to guide; 
O'er all your paſſions we preſide; 
Can raiſe them up, or ſink. them down, 
As we think fit to ſmile or frown : 
And, juſt as we diſpoſe your brain, 
Are witty, dull, rejoice, complain. 
Compare us then to female race! 


We, to whom all the gods give place! 


Who better challenge your allegiance, 
Becauſe we dwell in higher regions : 
You find, the gods in Homer dwell 
In ſeas, and ſtreams, or low as hell: 


Fen Fove, and Mercury his pimp, 


No higher climb than mount Olymp, 
(Who makes you think, the Clouds he pierces : 
He pierce the Clouds! he kiſs their arſes.) 
While we, o'er Teneriffa plac'd 
Are loftier by a mile at leaſt : 
And when Apollo ſtruts on Pindus, 
We ſee him from-our kitchen windows: 
Or, to Parnaſſus looking down, 
Can piſs upon his lawrel crown. 

Fate never form'd the gods to fly ; 
In vehicles they mount the ſky : 3 
When 
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Wen JO would ſome fair nymph inveigle, 


He comes full gallop on his eagle. 

Though Venus be as light as air, 
-She muſt have doves to draw her chair. 
Apollo ſtirs not out of door, 
Without his lacker'd coach and four. 
And jealous Juno, ever ſnarling, 
Is drawn by peacocks in her berlin: 
But we can fly where'er we pleaſe, 
O'er cities, rivers, hills, and ſeas : 
From Eaſt to Weſt, the world we roam; 
And in all climates'are at home; | 
With cares provide you as we go, 
With ſun-ſhine, rain, and hail, or ſnow. 

Lou, when it rains, like fools believe 


FOFE piſſes on you through a ſieve: 5 


An idle tale, 'tis no ſuch matter; 

We only dip a ſpunge in water; 

Then ſqueeze it cloſe between our thumbs, 
And ſhake it well, and down it comes : 
As you ſhall to your ſorrow know; 
We'll watch your ſteps where'er you go: 
And, ſince we find you walk a-foot, 
We'll ſoundly ſouſe your frize ſurtout. 
?Tis but by our peculiar grace, 

That Phebus ever ſhows his face; 

For when we pleaſe, we open wide 

Our curtains blue, from ſide to ſide: 
And then how ſaucily he ſhows - 

His brazen face and fiery noſe ! 


- 


And. 
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And gives himſelf a haughty air, 
As if he made the weather fair. 
»Tis ſung wherever Gzha treads, 
The vi'lets ope their purple heads; 
The roſes blow, the cowllip ſprings; 
Tis ſung, but we know better things. 
Tis true, a woman on her mettle, 
Will often piſs upon a nettle ; 
But, though we own ſhe makes it wetter, 
The nettle never thrives the better: 
While we, by ſoft prolific ſhow'rs, 
Can ev'ry ſpring produce you flowers. 
Your poets, Chloe's beauty height'ning, 
Compare her radiant eyes to lightning; 
And yet, I hope, *twill be allow'd, 
That lightning comes but from a Cloud.” 
But, gods like us, have too much ſenſe 
At poets flights to take offence, _ ; 
Nor can Hyperboles demean us; 
Each drab has been compar'd to Venus. 
We own your verſes are melodious ; 
But ſuch compariſons are odious. 


SN 
"= 


CHLORIS 


1 0% 
CHLORIS IN a PIG- STYE. 


A. An 


AIR Chloris in a pig- ſtye lay, 
Her tender herd lay by her: 
And while ſhe flept, with gruntlings they, 


Complaining of the ſcorching day, 
Her ſlumbers thus inſpire. 


She dreamt, while ſhe with careful pains 
Her ſnowy arms employ'd, 
In cleanly pails to fill: out grains, 
One of her love- convicted ſwains 
Thus haſting to her cry'd: 
Fly nymph, ah fly, ere 'tis too late, 
1 A dear-lov'd life to fave ! 
N 1 Reſcue your boſom- pig from fate, 
= Who now expires, hung in the gate, 
Fi That leads to vonder cave. 
= Myſelf had try'd to ſet him free, 
ih Rather than brought the news : 
But I am ſo abhorr'd by thee, 
1 That e'en thy darling's life, from me, 
* J know thou wou'dlt refuſe. | 
Struck with the news, as quick ſhe flics 
= As bluſhes to her face: 
007 Not the bright lightning from the ſkies, 
Nor love ſhot from her brighter eyes, 
Move half ſo ſwift a pace. 


This plot, ſhe dreams, the luſtful ſlave 
Had laid againſt her honour : 
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"Which not one god took care to ſave, 
For he purſues her to the cave, 

And throws himſelf upon her. 
Now pierced is her virgin zone, 

She feels the foe within it; 
She hears a broken am'rous groan, 
The panting lover's fainting moan, 
Juſt in the happy minute. 
Undone ! undone ! the maiden cries, 

| And piteouſly ſcreams out : 

When, ah! ſhe found, to her ſurpriſe, 
A pig had crept between her thighs, 
And pok'd her with his ſnout. 
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Tur WIFE or BATH's TALE. 
From C H A U er 
Ie: As. POP 


TEHOLD the woes of matrimonial life, 

And hear with rev'rence an experienc'd wife 
To dear- bought wiſdom give the credit due, 

And think, for once, a woman tells you true. 
In all theſe trials I have borne a part, 

I was myſelf the ſcourge that caus'd the ſmart; 
For, ſince fifteen, in triumph have I led 

Five captive huſbands from the church to bed. 

N * 
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Chriſt ſaw a wedding once, the ſcri pture age, 
And ſaw but one, *tis thought, in all his days ; 
Whence ſome infer, whoſe conſcience is too nice, 


No pious Chriſtian ought to marry twice. 


But let them read, and ſolve me, if they can, 
The words addreſs'd to the Samaritan : 
Five times in lawful wedlock ſhe was Join'd ; 
And ſure the certain ſtint was ne'er defin'd. 
Encreaſe and multiply was heav'n's command, 
And that's a text I clearly underſtand. 

This too, Let men their fires and mothers leave, 
4 And to their dearer wives for ever cleave.” 
More wives than one by Sobmon were try'd, 
Or elſe the wiſeſt of mankind's bely'd. 

I've had myſelf full many a merry fit; 

And truſt in heaven I may have many yet. 
For when my tranſitory ſpouſe, unkind, ' 
Shall die, and leave his woeful wife behind, 
I'll take the next good Chriftian I can find. _. 
Paul, knowing one could never ſerve our turn, 
Declar'd *twas better far to wed, than burn. 
There's danger in aſſembling fire and tow ; 

I grant 'em that, and what it means you know. 
The fame Apoſtle too has elſewhere own'd, 

No precept for Virginity he found : 

»Tis but a counſel and we women ſtill, 
Take which we like, the counſel or our will. 

I envy not their bliſs, if he or ſhe 


Think fit to live in perfect chaſtity ; 


Pure let them be, and free from taint of vice: 
4 for a few ſlight ſpots, am not ſo nice. 
DIY. = Heav'n 


— —— —ę— — . 
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Heav'n calls us difffrent-ways, on theſe beſtows 
One proper gift, another grants to thoſe : - 
Not-ev'ry man's oblig'd to ſell his ſtore, 
And give up all his fubſtance to the poor ; 
Such as are perfect, may, I can't deny; 
But, by your leave, Divines, ſo am not I. 

Full many a Saint, ſince firſt the world began, 
Liv'd an unſpotted maid, in ſpite of man: 
Let ſuch (a God's name) with fine wheat be fed, 
And let us honeſt wives eat barley-bread. 
For me, I'll keep the poſt aſſign'd by heav'n, 
And uſe the copious talent it has giv'n :; 
Let my good ſpouſe pay tribute, do me right, 
And keep an equal reck'ning ev'ry night: 
His proper body is not his, but mine; 
For ſo ſaid Paul, and Paul's a ſound divine. 
Fnow then, of thoſe five huſbands I have had, 
Three were juſt tolerable, two were bad. 
The three were old, but rich and fond beſide, 
And toil'd moſt piteouſly to pleaſe their bride : 
But ſince their wealth (the beſt they had) was mine, 
The-reft, without much loſs, I could reſign. 
Sure to be lov'd, I took no pains to pleaſe, 
Yet had more pleaſure far than they had eaſe. 

Preſents flow'd in apace : with ſhow'rs of gold, 
'They made their court like Jupiter of old. 
If I but fmil'd, a ſudden youth they found, 
And a new palſy ſeiz'd them when I frown'd. 

Ye ſov'reign wives | give ear, and underſtand ; 
Thus ſhall ye ſpeak, and exerciſe command, 

oO. Fox. 
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For never was it giv'n to mortal man, 
To lie fo boldly as we women can. 
Forſwear the fact, tho? ſeen with both his eyes, 
And call your maids to witneſs how he lies. 

Hark, old Sir Paul! ('twas, thus I us'd to ſay) 
Whence is our neighbour's wife fo rich and gay? 
"Treated, careſs' d, where'er ſhe's pleas'd to roam 
I ſit in tatters, and immur'd at home. 
Why to her houſe doſt thou ſo oft repair? 
Art thou ſo am'rous? and is ſhe ſo fair? 
If T but ſee a couſin, or a friend, 
Lord! how you ſwell, and rage like any fiend?! 
But you reel home, a drunken beaſtly bear, 
Then preach till midnight in your eaſy chair, 
Cry, wives are falſe, and ev'ry woman evil, 
And give up all that's female to the devil. 

If poor (you fay) ſhe drains her huſband's purſe; 
If rich, ſhe keeps her prieſt, or ſomething worſe; 
If highly born, intolerably vain, ' 
Vapours and pride by turns poſſeſs her brain, 
Now gayly mad, now ſourly ſplenetick, 
Freakiſh when well, and fretful when ſhe's ſick. 
If fair, then chaſte ſhe cannot long abide, 
By preſſing youth attack'd on ev'ry fide. 
If foul, her wealth the luſty lover lures, 
Or elſe her wit ſome fool-gallant procures, 
Or elſe ſhe dances with becoming grace, 
Or ſhape excuſes the defects of face. 
There ſwims no gooſe ſo grey, but, ſoon or late, 


* finds ſome honeſt ns for her mate. 
Horſes 
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Horſes (thou ſay'ſt) and aſſes, men may try, 
And ring fuſpected vefſels ere they buy : 

But wives, a random choice, untry'd they take,. 
They dream in courtſhip, but in wedlock wake: 
Then, nor till then, the veil's remov'd away, 
And all the woman glares in open day. 

You tell me, to preſerve your wife's good grace, 
Your eyes mult always languiſh on my face, 

Your tongue with conſtant flatt'ries feed my ear, 

And tag each ſentence with, My life ! my dear ! 
If, by Wo chance, a modeſt bluſh be rais'd, 
Be ſure my fine complexion mult be prais'd. 

My garments always muſt be new and gay, 
And feaſts ſtill kept upon my wedding-day. 
Then muſt my Nurſe be pleas'd, and fav'rite maidz 
And endleſs treats, and endleſs viſits paid, 

To a long train of kindred, friends, allies ; 

All this thou ſay'ſt, and all thou ſay'ſt are lies. 

On FJenbin, too, you caſt a ſquinting eye: 
What? can your prentice raiſe your jealouſy? 
Freſh are his ruddy cheeks, his forehead fair, 

And like the burniſh'd gold his curling hair. 
But clear thy wrinkled brow, and quit thy ſorrow, 
Fd ſcorn your prentice ſhould you die to-morrow. 

Why are thy cheſts all lock'd? on what deſign? 
Are not thy worldly goods and treaſure mine? 
Sir, I'm no fool: nor ſhall you, by St. 7obn, 
Have goods and body to your ſelf alone. 
One you ſhall quit, in ſpite of both your eyes— 
I heed not, T, the bolts, the locks, the * | 

N 3 If 
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If you had wit, you'd ſay, © Go where you will, 
E Dear ſpouſe, I credit not the tales they tell: 
« Take all the freedoms of a married life; 
& T know thee for a virtuous, faithful wife.” 
Lord! when you have enough, what need you 
care 
How merrily ſoever others fare ? 
Tho' all the day I give and take delight, 
Doubt not, ſufficient will be left at night. 
Tis but a juſt and rational deſire, . 
To light a taper at a neighbour's fire.. 
There's danger too, you think, in. rich- array, 
And none can long be modeſt that are gay: 
The cat, if you but ſinge her tabby ſkin, 
The chimney keeps, and ſits content within; 
But once grown ſleek, will from her corner run, 
Sport with her tail, and wanton in the ſun; 
She licks her fair round face, and friſks abroad, 
To ſhow her fur, and to be catterwaw'd. 
Lo thus, my friends, I wrought to ray deſires 
Theſe three right ancient venerable fires. 
I told 'em, thus you fay, and thus you do 
And told 'em falſe, but Fenkin ſwore *twas true. 
I, like a dog, could bite as well as whine, | 
And firſt complain'd, whene'er the guilt was mine. 
I tax'd them oft' with wenching and amours, 
When their weak legs ſcarce dragg'd them out of 
doors; re, h 
And ſwore the rambles that I took by night 
Were all to ſpy what damſels they bedight, 
e That 
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That colour brought me many hours of mirth; 
For all this wit is giv'n us from our birth. 
Heav'n gave to woman the peculiar grace 
To ſpin, to weep, and cully human race. | 
By this nice conduct, and this prudent courſe, 
By murm'ring, wheedling, ſtratagem, and force, 
I ſtill prevail'd, and would be in the right, 
Or curtain- lectures made a reſtleſs night. 
IF once my huſband's arm was o'er my ſide, 
What! fo familiar with your ſpouſe? I cry'd : 
I levied firſt a tax upon his need; 
Then let him—'twas a nicety indeed! 
Let all mankind this certain maxim hold, . 
Marry who will, our ſex is to be ſold. 
With empty hands no taſſels you can lure, 
But fulſome love for gain we can endure ; 
For gold we love the impotent and old, 
And heave, and pant, and kiſs, and cling, for gold. 
Yet with embraces, curſes oft* I mixt, 
Then kiſs'd again, and chid, and rail'd betwixt. 
Well, I may make my will in peace, and die, 
For not one word in man's arrears am I. 
To drop a dear diſpute I was unable, 
E'en tho? the Pope himſelf had ſet at table. 
But when my point was gain'd, then thus I ſpoke :- 
« Bully, my dear, how ſheepiſhly you look? 
« Approach, my ſpouſe, and let me kiſs thy cheek ; 
“% Thou ſhould'ſt be always thus, reſign'd and 

« meek! 
O Of Job's great patience ſince fo oft? you preach, 
& Well ſhould you practiſe, who ſo well can teach. 
N 4 “is 
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„ *Tis difficult to do, I muſt allow, 
But I, my deareſt, will inſtru you how. 
« Great is the bleſſing of a prudent wife, 
« Who puts a period to domeſtic. ſtrife. . 
« One of us two muſt rule, and one obey; 
4 And ſince in man right reaſon bears the ſway, 
Let that frail thing, weak woman, have her way. 
The wives of all my family have rul'd 
% Their tender huſbands, and their paſſions cool'd. 
« Fye, tis unmanly thus to ſigh and groan ; 
« What! would you have me to yourſelf alone? 
“ Why take me, Love! take all and ev'ry part 
Here's your revenge! you love it at your heart. 
% Would I vouchſafe to ſell what nature gave, 
<. You little think what cuſtom I could have. 
« But fee! I'm all your own—nay hold for ſhame ! 
« What means my dear r are to. 

H blame.“ 

Thus with my firſt three lords I paſt my life; 
A very woman, and a very wife. | 
What ſums from theſe old ſpouſes I could raiſe, , 
Procur'd young huſbands in my riper days. 
Tho' paſt my bloom, yet not decay'd was I, 
Wanton and wild, and chatter'd like a pie. 
In country dances ſtill I bore the bell, 
And ſung as ſweet as evening Philomel. 
Jo clear my quail-pipe, and refreſh my ſoul, 
Full oft? I drain'd the ſpicy nut-brown bowl; 
Rich luſcious wines, that youthful blood improve, 
And warm the ſwelling veins to feats of love: 


2 


For 
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For tis as ſure, as cold engenders hail, 

A liqu*riſh mouth muſt have a lech'rous tail; 
Wine lets no lover unrewarded go, 

As all true gameſters by experience know. 

But oh, good gods! whene'er a thought I caſt 
On all the joys of youth and beauty paſt, 

To find in pleaſures I have had. my part, 

Still warms me to the bottom of my heart. 
This wicked world was once my dear delight, 
Now all my conqueſts, all my charms good night!” 
The flour. conſum'd, the beſt that now I can, 
Is e'en to make my market of the bran, 

My fourth dear ſpouſe was not exceeding true; 
He kept, *twas thought, a private miſs or two: 
nut all that ſcore I paid as how ? you'll fay, 
Not with my body, in a filthy way: 

But I fo dreſs'd, and danc'd, and drank, and din'd;. 
And view'd a friend, with eyes ſo very kind, 

As ſtung his heart, and made his marrow fry- 
With burning rage, and frantic jealouſy. 

His ſoul, I hope, enjoys eternal glory, 

For here on earth I was his purgatory. 

Oft' when his ſhoe the moſt ſeverely wrung,. 

He put on careleſs airs, and fat and ſung. 

How fore I gall'd him, only heav'n could know, 
And he that felt, and I that caus'd the woe. 

He dy'd, when laſt from pilgrimage I came, 
With other goſſips, from Feruſalem ; 

And now lies buried underneath a rood, 
Fair to be ſeen, and rear'd of honeſt wood. 
A tomb; 
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A tomb, indeed, with fewer ſculptures grac'd,.. 

Than that Mauſolus pious widow plac'd, 

Or where enſhrin'd. the great Darius lay; 

But coſt on graves is merely thrown away. 

The pit fill'd up, with turf we cover'd o'er ; 

So, bleſs the good man's ſoul—I fay no more. 
Now for my fifth lov'd lord, the laſt and beſt; 

(Kind heav'n afford him everlaſting reſt) 

Full hearty was his love, and I can i ſhew. 

The tokens on my ribs, in black and blue; 

Yet, with a knack, my heart he could have won, 

While yet the ſmart was ſhooting in the hone. 

How quaint an appetite in woman reigns! 

Free gifts we ſcorn, and love what coſts us pains : 

Let men avoid us, and on them we leap ; | 

A glutted market makes proviſion cheap. 

In pure. good. will I took. this jovial ſpark, . 

Of Oxford he, a moſt 'egregious clerk. 

He boarded with a widow in the town, 

A truſty goſſip, one dame Aliſon. 

Full well the ſecrets of my ſoul ſhe knew, 

Better than e'er our pariſh prieſt could do.. 

To her I told whatever could befall ; 

Had but my huſband piſs'd againſt a wall, 

Or done a thing that might have coſt his life, . 

She—and my niece—and one more worthy wife, 

Had known it all: what moſt. he would conceal, _ 

To theſe I made no ſcruple to reveal. 

Oft' has he bluſh'd from ear to ear for ſhame, 


That cer he told a ſecret to his dame. | 


Its 
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It ſo befel, in holy time of Lent, 
That oft” a day I to this goſſip went; 
(My huſband, thank my ſtars, was out of town) 
From houſe to houſe we rambled up and down, 
This clerk, myſelf, and my good neighbour Alce, 
To ſee, be ſeen, to tell, and gather tales. 
Viſits to ev'ry church we daily paid, 
And march'd in ev'ry holy maſquerade, 
The ſtations duly, and the vigils kept; 
Not much we faſted, but. ſcarce ever ſlept. . 
At ſermons too I ſhone in ſearlet gay; 
The waſting moth ne'er ſpoil'd my beſt array, 
The cauſe was this, I wore it ev'ry day. 
Tas when freſh May her early bloſſoms yields, 
This clerk and I were walking in the fields. 
We grew ſo intimate, I can't tell how, < 
I pawn'd. my. hanour, and engag'd my vow, 
If e'er I laid my huſband-in-his urn, 
That he, and only he, ſhould ſerve my turn. 
We ſtraight. ſtruck hands, the bargain was agreed 3 
I {till have ſhifts againſt a time of need: 
The mouſe that always truſts to one poor hole, 
Can never be a mouſe of any ſoul.. 

I vow'd I ſcarce. could ſleep, ſince firſt I knew 

him, 

And durſt be ſworn he had bewitch'd me to him; 3 
If e'er I ſlept, I dream'd of him alone, 
And dreams foretel, as learned men have ſhown; , 
All this I faid ; but dreams, firs, I had none: 
1 follow'd but. my. crafty crony's lore, 


Who bade me tell this. lie and twenty more. 
Thus 


Pd 
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Thus day by day, and month by month we paſt; 

It pleas'd the Lord to take my ſpouſe at laſt. 
I tore my gown, I ſoil'd my locks with duſt, 
And beat my breaſts, as wretched widows—muſt.. 
Before my face my handkerchief I ſpread, | 
To hide the flood of tears I did—not ſhed. - 
The good man's coffin to the church was borne ;. 
Around, the neighbours, and my clerk too; mourn... 
But as he march'd, good gods! he ſhow'd a pair 
Of legs and feet, fo clean, fo ſtrong, ſo fair 
Of twenty winters age he ſeem'd to be; 
(to ſay truth) was twenty more than he; 
; But vig'rous ſtill, a lively buxom dame; 

And had a wond'rous gift to-quench a flame. 

A conj'rer once, that deeply could divine, 
Aſſur'd me, Mars in Taurus was my ſign. 
As the ftars order'd, fuch my life has been : 
Alas, alas, that ever love was ſin! 
Fair Venus gave me fire, and fprightly grace, 
And Mars aſſurance, and a dauntleſs face. 
By virtue of this pow'rful conſtellation, 
I. follow'd always my own inclination. 
Blut to my tale: A month ſcarce paſs'd away, 
With dance and ſong we kept the nuptial day. 
All I poſlzſs'd I gave to his command, 
My goods and chattels, money, houfe, and land: 
But oft' repented, and repent it ſtill; | 


He prov'd a rebel to my fov'reign Al: 
Nay, once, by heav'n! he ſtruck me on the Bey. 


Hear but the ene and judge een the caſe. 
| Stubborn 


Stubborn as any lioneſs was I; 

And knew full well to raiſe my voice on high; 
As true a rambler as I was before, 

And would be ſo, in ſpite of all he ſwore. 

He, againſt this right ſagely would adviſe, 

And old examples ſet before my eyes ; 

Tell how the Roman matrons led their life, 

Of Gracchus* mother, and Quilius wife; ; 
And cloſe the ſermon, as beſeem'd his wit, 

With ſome grave ſentence out of holy writ. 

Oft' would he ſay, Who builds his houſe on ſands, 
Pricks his blind horſe acroſs the fallow lands, 
Or lets his wife abroad with pilgrims roam, 
Deſerves a fool's-cap and long ears at home. 

All this avail'd not; for whoe'er he be 

That tells my faults, I hate him mortally: 
And ſo do numbers more, Fl] boldly fay, 

Men, women, clergy, regular, and lay. 

My ſpouſe (who was, you know, to learning bred) 

A certain treatiſe oft* at evening read, 

Where divers authors (whom the dev'l confound | 
For all their lies) were in one volume bound. 

Valerius, whole; and of St. Jerome, part; 
Chry/ippus and Tertullian, Ovid's Art, 
Solomon's proverbs, Eloſa's loves ; 

And many more.than ſure the church approves. 
More legends were there here, of wicked wives, 

Than good, in all the Bible and ſaints-lives. 
Who drew the lion vanquiſh'd ? *twas a man. 
But cou'd we women write as ſcholars can, 


Men 


r n 


Who took it patiently; and 


ies — 
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Men ſhould Rand mark'd with far more wickedneſs, 
Than all the ſons of Alam could redreſs. 
Love ſeldom haunts the breaſt where learning lies, 
And Venus ſets e er Mercury can riſe. 
Thoſe play the ſcholars who can't play the men, 
And uſe that weapon which they have, their pen ; 
When old, and paſt tke reliſn of delight, 
Then down they ſit, and in their dotage write, 
That not one'woman keeps her marriage-vow. 
This by the way, but to my purpoſe now.) 
At chanc'd my huſband, on a winter's night, 
Read in this book, aloud, with ſtrange delight, 
How the firſt female (as the ſcriptures ſhow) 
Brought her own ſpouſe. and all his race to woe. 
How Sampſon fell; and he whom Dejanire 
Wrap'd in th' envenom'd ſhirt, and ſet on fire. 
How curs'd Eryphile her lord betray'd, 
And the dire ambuſh Iytemngſtra laid. 
But what moſt pleasꝰd him was the Cretan dame, 
And huſband-bull—oh monſtrous ! fie for ſhame ! 
He had by heart, the whole detail of woe 
| Xantippe made her good man undergo ; 
How oft” ſhe ſcolded in a day, he knew, 
How many piſs-pots on the ſage ſhe threw ; 
71p'd his head; 
Rain follows thunder, that was all he ſaid. 
He read, how Arius to his friend complain'd, 
A fatal tree was growing in his land, 
On which three wives ſucceſſively had twin'd 
A ſliding nooſe, and waver'd in the wind. 


Where 
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"Where grows this plant (reply d the friend) oh 

| where? 
For better fruit did never orchard bear. 
Give me ſome lip of this moſt bliſsful tree, 
And in my garden planted ſhall it be. 
Then how two wives their lord's deſtruction prove, 
Thro' hatred one, and one thro? too much love; 
That for her huſband mix'd a pois' nous draught, 
And this for luſt an am'rous philtre bought, 
The nimble juice ſoon ſeiz'd his giddy head, 
Frantic at night, and in the morning dead, 

How ſome with ſwords their "_ lords have 

_.. 7" Naan, 

And ſome have hammer'd nails.into their bin, 
And ſome have drench'd them with a deadly potion; 
All this he read, and read with great devotion. 

Long time I heard, and ſwell'd, and bluſſi' d, and 

frown'd; 

But when no end of theſe vile tales I found, 
When ſtill he read, and laugh'd, and read again, 
And half the night was thus conſum'd in vain; 
Provok'd to vengeance, three large leaves I tore, 
And with one buffet fell'd him on the floor. 
With that, my huſband in a fury roſe, 
And down he ſettled me with hearty blows, 
I groan'd, and lay extended on my ſide ; 
Oh! thou haſt ſlain me for my wealth (I cry'd) 
Yet I forgive thee—take my laſt embrace 
He wept, kind foul! and ſtoop'd to kiſs my face; 


I took 
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I took him ſuch a box as turn'd him blue, 
Then ſigh'd and cry'd, Adieu, my dear, adieu! 
But after many a hearty ſtruggle paſt, 
I condeſcended to be pleas'd at lait. 
Soon as he ſaid, My miſtreſs and my wife, 
Do what you liſt, the term of all your life : 
I took to heart the merits of the cauſe, _ _. 
And ſtood content to rule by wholeſome laws; 
Receiy'd the reins of abſolute command. 
With all the government of houſe and land, 
And empire o'er his tongue, and o'er his hand. 
As for the volume that revil'd the dames, 
NJ was torn to fragments, and condemn'd to flames. 
No havin on all my huſbands gone, beſtow 
Pleaſures above, for tortures felt below : 
That reſt they wiſh'd for, grant them in their grave, 
And bleſs thoſe fouls my conduct help'd to fave! 


. # / 
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Vol. I. Page 141, line 10, For humours, read honours. 
— — 187, — 4, er heedlsſiy, read heedlesſly, 
Vol. II. Page 16, line 2 1, fer preſon, read perſon, 
— — — 215 een, 10, read gives his cheek a gentle pat, 
m— — 43, — 11, for ſometimes. read ſometime, 
mmm — 65, — 4, for bought, read I bought. 
—ů — 7 — 1, for per, read pearl. 
— — 82, — 23, for beari t, read bear it. 
— — 148, — 10, for lead, read led. 
— — 169, — 18, r Thy ſpirit, read The ſpirit. 
— — 278, — 15, fer mine, read my. | 
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COBLER'S WIFE, 
4 Gomic-Satiric-Paetic-Deriptive TALE, 


rn EAC E. 


N imperſeRt, unfiniſhed copy of the following Tarn 
having been ſurreptitiouſly obtained, and obtruded on 


the public, without the knowledge and conſent of the author, 

it is judged neceſſary to give a complete and genuine edition of 
it here, as it may be the means of removing certain conjectures 
that may have been formed, in the minds of ſome readers, from 
a peruſal of the incomplete copy abovementioned, tending to 
criminate where no crimination was intended. This being 


premiſed, the cauſe and motive that led to the production of 


5. ludicrous trifle WAY, now be 1 r, . and wr . a1e 


A parody of a amn in Smith's W of Phadra and 
Hypolitus, conſiſting of eight lines, made its appearance, in a 
morning paper, which gave riſe to the preſent work. The 
poem here ſets out nearly in the v words of that parody, which 
may not improperly be deemed the text, as from thence, the 
Vox. II. Qs. - deſcriptions 
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deſcriptions that follow in the Tale are principally founded: But 
the author would not be underſtood to vouch for the truth of 
facts, as the whole may be a fldion, for any thing he knows to 
the contrary. He thought them fit for his purpoſe, and there- : 


fore 'made prize of them, merely to gratify an inclination for 
Icribbling, which in an idle hour happened to ſeize him. To 


_ vague authority he has given a poetical form, and for thar fin 


alone he holds himſelf reſponfible. It is ſaid, and ſaid perhaps 


witn truth, that a certain place in the Weſt of England has the 
- Honour of giving birth to this tranſaction, and that a reverend 


Ricker for rituals and myſteries, is the hero of the tory. But, 
However this may be, the wziter would feel himfelf extremely 
unhappy, ſhould any innocent Perſon have the leaſt injurious 


reflection caſt on his moral or clerical character, from an 


2 ing t that appears in the Tale, as ſuch an invidious deſign was 


| never a part of his ir intention, On tbe e contrary, bis ſole aim was 


"20 expoſe to ridicule and contempt, a tribe of pulpit declaimers, 


8 


5 "who place all merit i in religious rrifles, and who, by an outward 


"how 'of Baade, and a  ridicylous 2 attachment to human inſti- 
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e and unwarrantable creeds, feruple not. to violate the 
denen ties of morality, whenever it it ſuits their intereſt, becauſe 
"they look upon ſuch ties as purely heatheniſh, and conſequently, 


a 84. — 


2 
_ rhe ; praQtice « of them not incumbent on the enlightened few, 


nor of any account in the article of eternal ſalvation. Such 
ſophiſtical teachers he chought were deſerving of cenſure, and 


' ſuch has he ſatirized in the character of a ſuppoſed delinquent in 
\rhat enthoſiaſtic order of men, Ir this be a crime, he readily 


- pleads guilty, and chearfully fubmits his ſentence to the judg- 
ment of the public, But, bs he can FOR ſay, with our moral 
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That tends to make one honeſt man my foe, 

« Give virtue ſcandal, innocence a fear, 
Lor from the ſoft-ey d virgin ſteal a tear? 
ke truſts, that in whatever light he may be confidered as au 
author, he ſhall be acquitted of that moſt hateful. of all cha- 


raters, a libeller of innocence, and defamer of virtue. 


Tu B RE E C H E S. 
A T . 


\O when the Cobler's Wife diſplay d her charms, 
| The pjous Curate ruſh'd into her Arms; 

His fattin breeches on the floor were toſt, 
His ſermons ſcatter'd, and his Bible loſt; 
Of ſacred, myſteries he had no thought, 
Nor heeded once what holy church hath taught ; 
The jolly paunch his ruddy Viear bears, | 
xcites no longer envious looks and cares; 
Now patrons, benefices, all give way, 
And yield obedience to Luſt's powr' ful ſway. 
On dean'ries, biſhopricks, he thinks no more, 
For all ambition's center'd in his whore; 
Fierce raging fire within his boſom burns, 
And all the pr 1g into the lecher turns. 

Vet let the muſe not do the Levite wrong, 
For though his fleſh is frail his faith 1 is firmg. 
Who doubts this truth, needs but to know the mati, 
And then—why let him doubt it if he can. | 


22 A ſyzo- 


9 
// e Eon —— — — — — — ——— — — a 
{ / 
: > l 
g 6 s 


2 SP I En 
* N 


* | 


4 © Tas BREECHES. 

A Heophantic cringe, a carnal eye, 

'A tongue for facred trifles prone to lie ; 

A faint-like face, a rueful length of chin, 
A meager carcaſe, merely cloath'd with ſkin ; 
A ſpindle leg, a ſhape ſo far from right, 
You'd think his fire begot him in deſpite. 

In naught did Nature ſymmetry regard, 


But form'd the figure from a taylor's yard. 


Now mark his gait, now view his prim- curl'd lacks, 
And then you'll ſwear the THING is orthodox. 
If aſk*d what age this pſeudo-faint may be, 


Why—rumour whiſpers—onh fifty-three, 


A tribe ef nymphs, of mother Clapham's breed, 


/ Whoneer ſurrender till they firſt are feed, 


He often viſits, with a pious view, 

To preach the faith, as other prieſts may do. 
The artful wantons, with a face demure, | 
Declare his doctrines to be heav'nly pure, 
Affect much holy comfort and delight, 


And take no more than half their fee at night. 


As this digreſſion's only by the way, 
We'lt now go on with what we meant to ſay, 

In alehoufe near, his dreaming clerk was found, 
Who rais'd the fancied ſtave in feeble ſound. 
Mean while the prieſt, too mueh alive to nod, 

In bed of Luft forgets th' avenging rod, 
And in embraces foul inſults his Gop. 


Thus ſays report—or whether falſe or true, 


*Tis no concern to either me or you. 


But 
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But ſhould it chance to 8 bit it may, 
Some rampant prieſt, for ſuch ; God-wot, will firays 
The laſh of ſatire may the ſinner ſhame, | 
And quell that luſt Religion fail'd to tame. | 
But as s tis wiſely faid, examples teach. 
Much more than all that | holy gown- men preach, 
So, leſt dry morals here ſhould alſo fail, 
We'll drop reflection, and purſue the Tale. 
From town the honeſt Cobler made his WAYS 

And reach'd his dwelling at the cloſe of day; 
An hour at leaſt before his uſual time; 
(I wave the reaſon from a want of rhyme, ) 
The wife and prieſt—no wonder when ſo hot, 
Strait went to bus neſs, and the bolt forgot. 
Upon the latch Sim” S ſturdy thumb was Pen, — 
The yielding latch uproſe, and i in he went. 
| Sore frighted and confounded at the dia Ig 0 | 

The guilty couple think no more of joys; _ j 
The dread of vengeance from a huſband's rage, | 
Invades their ſouls, and all their thoughts engage. 
Forth creeps the parſon from th” adult*rous bed, | 
And underneath it hides his ſinful head; | ” 
The treach'rous wife moſt lamentably moans, Bo: ö 
And artful tears ſucceed to artful groans. 

I he injur'd huſband enters now the room, 
But nothing finds to lead him to-his doom, 
For all was buried in one common gloom. 
Now making tow'rds the bed, aloud he bawls, 
« What, * my ſweeting tis thy Simkin calls. 


0 3 Why 


e BRETCHEs. 
5 « Why groans mylove? and why in bed fo on?! 


« Alas!”* ſhe cry'd, 41 have been here ſince noon. 
« A cruel cholic tears me ſo, that I, - 


Before the night is paſt, muſt ſurely die.” 


The unſuſpecting huſband figh'd-to er 


Such doleful lamentations from his dear; p 


Wa. 


But in a caſe fo nice what cou'd he do! * 


He wou'd have freely dy'd to fave his Sue. 
Oferpreſs'd by heart-felt bodings, fears, and cares, 


In fad dejection he for bed prepares; | 
Pulls off his ſhoes, his garters, and his hoſe :— 


His greafy breeches on the floor he throws. 
The wife, on hearing what he was about, 

For ſee ſhe could not, mournfully cry'd out, 

« Oh! Simkin, Simkin, little did I think, 

<« That you wou'd let me die for want of drink! 


A ſomething warm, perhaps, ere I am loſt, 


« Might fave my life—and that with little coſt. 

« A pint of Tap's fine ale and Holland's gin, 

« With ftore of ſpice and ſugar mix'd therein, 

And all made hot—as you know how, my dear, 

% May drive away this cruel cholic here. 

« Do go, my. Sim '—ſhe 29 1 and faid no 
more. 

Away ran Simkin to the outer * ; 5 

But feeling ſoon a cold, unfriendly air, 


He recollects his lower parts are bare: 


When turning back, he gropes about the ground, 
Till ſtockings, ſhoes, and breeches, all are found. 
: %%% lL any But 


* = 
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But here the foe of man, y'clep'd O1d Nick, 
Contriv'd to play the prieſt a ſcurvy trick ; 
A trick to plunge him in a foul diſgrace, 
And make his flock deride him to his face. 
The breeches Simkin on the floor did find, 
Were Parfon Crape's, which he had left behind. 
Ihe Cobler having ſlipp'd the breeches on, 
Starts forth once more, and for the cordial's gone. 
To Tap, with troubled eye and pallid cheek, | 
Which more than well- rang'd words ons 5 
„„ 
He briefly tells, with undiſſembled face, 
His preſent errand, and his wife's ſad caſe. 
„Make haſte,” he cry'd, © and take this ſhilling, 
friend, | 
“And, with the change, a glaſs of brandy "PP 
e P've need of ſomething now to cheer my heart. 
Ah! muſt my Suſan and her Simkin part !— 
os” © ſtay and take the liquor when *tis hot; 
“And let me have it in a pewter pot.“ 
« Fee right, * ſaid Tap, © *twill then retain 
its heat : þ $ 
« Warm things are good — - and will the cure 
complete. Ro 
_ « But what, my friend, has orief ſo turn'd your head, 
« As not to know what you have juſt now ſaid ? 
A ſhilling! Simkin — why, by this good light, 
« It-is a golden guinea, fair and bright. 
« I fear, indeed, your honeſt wits are gone! 
N 2 where didſt get thoſe W chou haſt on? 
| « Will 
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- Will nothing leſs than fattin, pleaſe your mind F 


« To humble buc# you us'd to be inclin'd; 


Rut fince our prieſt—I will not fay for what, 


** Has found his way into your homely cot, 
« You'll ne'er want breeches, Sim, if you are wile ;. 


For Sue can tell you Crape has large ſupplics.” 


« This wit of thine,” / ſaid Sim, * ane my 
ſpleen, 


Nor can I for my ſoul know what you mean. 


« A guinea! ſattin breeches Tap, you're mad! 
« Tis not for me to be fo finely clad. 
« And true it is, a guinea is ſo rare, 


Not one does ever come to Simkin' 8 ſhare,” 


4 Look here,” faid Tap, « and be convinc'd, 
vou ninny, 
See what: you gave me.—lTs not this a i guinea? | 
Next look you down, and view thoſe ſattin 
breeches: | 
« T fancy they're the ſource of theſe your riches. 
« Come, try your luck, and fee what Fate has 
. , 
« Perhaps, on ſearch, you'll find of guineas wy” 
Sim loſt no time, but felt the pockets o'er, 
When out he drew five glitt'ring guineas more. 
Say, gentle Reader, did you ever ſee, 
Upon the ſtage, a Ghoſt, arm'd cap-a-pee, 
Which, in the gloomy horrors of the night, 
Preſents itſelf to Hamlet's tortur'd ſight ? 


If &er you did, then think of Hamlet s ſtart 


So ſtarted e Sim was pierc d at heart. 
4 Lend 
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« Lend me yon light,” ſaid Sim, “ for on my ſoul, 
« I'll he reveng'd—1'll find his lurking hole.“ 
Sim ſeiz'd a candle, without ſaying more, 
And in a trice was at his chamber door. 
In frantie manner now he looks around, 
Examines cloſets, chimney, bed, and ground, 
But all in vain—the Prieſt cou'd not be found. 
When Sim was abſent—let it now be faid, 
Forth crawl'd the Parfon from beneath the bed. 
_ 'Fhe trembling ſinner, anxious to be gone, 
Feels for his breeches, and puts Simkin's on: 
That done, he to the door next ſoftly "aac 
Then runs as if all hell was at his heels: 
At ev'ry ſhadow trembles, ſtarts, and ftares, 
And, when he's ſafely kennel'd, falls to pray rs. 
Thro all Sim' 5 ſearch, Sue ſweated in the | 
ſheets, 
And at the end her huſband thus ſhe Sata . 
« What means my dear hat have you been 
about? 
« Why all this clutter, all this heavy _ 
„ hop'd, ere this, the cordial you'd have brought : 
« But promiſes from Sim, I ſee, are naught.” 
« The cordial!” Sim Ys te thou faithleſs 
jade ! 
« A cooling draught, you mean, to ſpoil your trade. 
<« Behold theſe breeches ! ſee how wondrous fine 
* Why theſe, my dove, are Crape's, and he has mine, 
«Theſe guineas too, I truſt, were left for me ;— 
Or did he leave them as a ſtrumpet's fee? 
ea « No 
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No matter which, I'll furely keep the. gold, 
« And pay him int'reft for't, a hundred-fold, 
« My truſty ſtrap ſhall do the bus'neſs right, 
« And faithfully diſcharge the debt on fight. 
« And furthermore, my dear and loving wife, 
JI do him juſtice with my paring-knife. 
And as for you, my rib, ſo chaſte and pure, 
A Spaniſh padlock ſhall make all fecure.”. 
The proofs of guilt that Sim to Sue had ſhown, 
The threats denounc'd by him in Furious tone, 
Determined Sue to aim at no defence, 
But own, with ſerming grief, her late offence. 
41 grant,” ſhe ſaid, “I have been much to blame; 
« 'The thought of which now covers me with ſhame. 
&« Ahl did my Simkin—did my Simkin er, 
Rut half the miſery I undergo, 
His tender heart wou'd pity my diſtreſs, 
« Nor ſhould I here remain thus comfortleſs. 
mean not, Sim, to juſtify a fault, 
« Which has to wretchedneſs your Suſan brought; 5 
« But know, my dear, I ſtruggled to repel 
&« Each ſoft allurement tempting to rebel: 
And ſure, with pious fortitude I ſtrove 
« Fo check emotions of unlawful love, 
&« Yet naught cou'd ſave me from the fatal ſnare, 
«That Satan laid to plunge me in deſpair. 
« *T'was his devices tempted me to ſin, 
6“ But they ſhall never tempt me fo again. 
“ Forgive your Suſan then, my deareſt life, 
« "Op henceforth the will be your faithful wife 
ä Tears 
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Tears flow'd apace when the theſe _ had 

ſaid: 

Sim look'd forgiveneſs, and went nit to — 
There Suſan play'd a well- diſſembled part, 
And ſoon won over Simkin's eaſy heart. 

What follow d thence the modeſt muſe ſays not, 


hut : tis ſuppoſed the breeches were forgot. 


Nor cares Sim now for taunting fleers and ſ:orns 
But with the Parſon's guineas tips his horns. 

Our hot-fleſh'd nn ſtyle him. s man of 

S8 d— 
Some, child of Satan—ſome, a Hodmandod. 
Our Prieſt, I ay, now rid of ev'ry fear, 
Of Sim's deſigns upon his carnal gear, 
With whining cant, and ſanctified grimace, 
Laments moſt piteouſly his fall from grace. 
But ſays, the lapſe was ſhort—at ſoon was o'er, 
And will, with heav'n's help, tranſgreſs no more. 
What though the fe prevail'd—of this he's ſure, 
The Sprrit's not defil c- his Faith is pure. 
Of holy men, who ſometimes took a bit, 
He'll cite you precedents from facred writ, 
How Ged's own choſen did with woman ſin, 
When ſtrong deſires prompted from within; 
How good King David, oft' in am'rous ſtrife, 
Reſign'd his ſceptre to Uriah's wife; 
How, dancing fore the Ark, with boly pride, 
He /bow'd in public what lewd rakes wou'd hide. 
Vet ſacred ſcribes that act did never blame, 


Or tarniſh in the leaſt his bleſſed name. 
e Well 
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nn Well fare kis foul Ks Prieſthood he was va 7 4 
EE | Anil gave to woman what was woman's due! 
- And did not Abram too, as ſcriptures fay, 
The faithful Abram, with his hand-maid lay? 
. though not young, nor yet unchaſtely wild, 
Are we not told he got that maid with child? 
. Conſult your Bible, all ye ſland'rous crew, 
Conſult Thelypth'ra,* and you'll find it true. 
Why chen ſhould 5e be judg'd by rigid rules, 
N And be the jeſt of infidels and fools? _ * 
T Preethinkers and Diſſenters he abhorr'd, 
T For are not ſuch deſpiſed by the L—d? 
Hut as the faithful kindly take his part, 
B And ev'ry woman loves him at her heart, 
N What cauſe has he his recent fall to hide, 
Who has both Jews and Chriſtians on his ſide ? 
Thus "modern ney ro o'er s fav” rite © 
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By ſhowing Saints have Gnn'd in ancient times; 
But let this truth to hypocrites be known : 
Another*s vices wont protect their own, 
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